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ADVERTISEMENT. 


+ — f " 


NME three firſt acts of The Chances, 
originally written by Beaumont 

and Fletcher, have been much approv- 
ed of; but thoſe authors, in this, as in 
many other of their plays, ſeeming to 
grow tir'd of their ſubject, have finiſhed 
it with an unſkilfulneſs and improbabi- 
lity which ſhew, at leaſt, great haſte, and 
negligence. The Duke of Buckingham, 
in his edition of this Comedy, gave a 
new turn and plan to the two laſt acts, 
and certainly added intereſt, and ſpirit, 
to the fable and dialogue; but the play, 
when it came out of his hands, was ſtill 
more indecent than before. The fami- 
lar, and often irregular, verſification of 
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the original, is preſerv d in this edition; 
nor has the preſent editor chang'd into 
meaſure thoſe parts, which the Duke 
thought proper to write in proſe. 
Should this play be thought, in its pre- 
ſent ſtate, a more decent entertainment, 
it is all the merit that is claim'd from 


and alterations. A 
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THE 


C HAN C E S. 


SET IL enn 
A CHAMBER, - 


Enter Peter and Anthony, Iwo : "BAY 
PETE R. 


OLD we were remov'd from this town Anthony, 
That we may taſte ſome quiet; for mine own part, 
I'm almoſt melted with continual trotting 
Atter enquiries, dreams, and revelations, 
Of who knows whom,orwhere? Serve wenching ſoldiers! 
I'll ſerve a prieſt in lent fuſt, and eat ell ropes, 
Ant. T hou art the forwardeſt fool 
Pet. Why, good tame Anthony, 
Tell me but this; to what end came we hither ? 
Ant. To wait upon our maſters. 
Pet. But how, Anthony ? 
Anſwer me that ; ER me there, good au. 
Ant. To ſerve their uſes. 
Pet. Shew your uſes, Anthony. 
Ant. To be employ'd in any ching. 
Pet. No, Anthony, 
Not any ung I take it, nor r that thing 
B We 
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We travel to diſcover, like a new iſland | 
A ſalt itch ſerve ſuch uſes !—PII give em warning. 
Ant. Come, come, all will be mended : This inviſible 
Of infinite report for ſhape and beauty, (woman, 
That bred all this trouble to no purpoſe, 
They are determin'd now no more to think « on. 
Pet. Were there ever 
Men known to run mad with report bewze! > 
Or wander after that they knew not where 
To find; or if found, how to enjoy? Are mens brains 
Made now-a-days with malt, that their affections 
Are never ſober; but, like drunken people, 
Founder at every new fame? I do believe too 
T hat men in love are ever drunk, as drunken men 
Are ever loving. 
Ant. Prithee be thou ſober, 
And know that they are none of thoſe, not guilty 
Of the leaſt vanity of love; only a doubt 
Fame might too far report, or rather flatter 
The graces of this woman, made them curious 
To find the truth; which, ſince they find ſo 
Lock d up from their ſearches, they are now reſolv'd 
To give the wonder over. 
Pet. Would they were reſolv'd | 
To give me ſome new ſhoes too; for I'll be ſworn 
| Theie are een worn out to the reaſonable ſoles 
$ In their good worſhip's buſineſs: And ſome ſleep 
| Would not do much amils, unleſs they mean 
1 To make a bell-man of me: here they come. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Don John and Frederick. 

Jobn. I would we could have ſeen her tho? : for ſure 
She muſt be ſome rare creature, or report lies : 
All mens reports too, 

Fred. I could well wiſh I had ſeen Conſtantia : 
þ But ſince ſhe is ſo conceal'd, plac'd where 
k No knowledge can come near ker, ſo guarded 
0 As *twere impoſſible tho known, to reach her, 
I have made up my belief. 


I have 
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Fohn. Hang me from this hour, 
If I more think upon her; 
But as ſne came a ſtrange report unto me, 
So the next fame ſhall loſe her. 
Fred. *Tis the next way ; 
But whither are you walking ö 
Fohn. My old round, 
After my meat, and then to del 
Fred. Your ſervant then 
Jobn. Will not you ſtir ? 
Fred. | have a little bulineſs. 
Jobn. I'd lay my life, this lady till : 
Fred. Then you would loſe it. 
Jobn. Pray let's walk together. 
Fred. Now I cannot. 
ohn. I have ſomething to impart. 
Fred. An hour hence 
I will not miſs to meet you. 
John, Where? | 
Fred. Vii high ſtreet: 
For, not to lye, I have a few devotions 
To do firſt, and then I am your's, Don Jobn. 
Zohan. Devotions, Frederick ! well I leave you to'em : 
Speed you well but remember — 
Fred. I will not fail. I T Exeunt. 


SCENE II. A STREET. 
Enter Petruchio, Antonio, and two Gentlemen. 


Ant. Cut his wind-pipe, I ſay. 
1 Gent. Fie, Antonio. [him : 
Ant. Or knock his brains out firſt, and then forgive 
It you do thruſt, be ſure it be to th' hilts, 
A ſurgeon may ſe through him. 
1 Gent. You are too violent. 
2 Gent. Too open, indiſcreet. 
Petr. Am I not ruined? 
The honour of my houſe crack d? my blood poiſon'd? 
My credit and my name? 
B 2 2 Gent. 
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2 Gent. Be ſure it be ſo, | | 
Before you uſe this violence. Let not doubt, 


And a ſuſpecting anger ſo much ſway you; 
Your wiſdom may be queſtion'd. 


Ant. 1 ſay kill him, 
And then diſpute the cauſe. 
2 Gent. Hang up a true man, 
Becauſe tis poſſible he may be thieviſh ? 


Alas! is this good juſtice? | 


Petr. J know as certain 
As day muſt come again, as clear as truth, 
And open as belief can lay it to me, 
That I am baſely wrong'd, wrong'd above recompence, 
Maliciouſly abus'd, blaſted tor ever 
In name and hunour, loſt to all remembrance, 


But what is ſmear'd and ſhameful: 1 muſt kill * 
Neceſſity compels me. 


1 Gent. But think better. 


Petr. There's no other cure left; yet witneſs with me 
All that is fare in man, all that is noble. 


] am not greedy of his life I ſeek for, [ſible, 


Nor thirſt to ſhed man's blood; and would * 'twere poſ- 


I wiſh it from my ſoul, 


My ſword ould only kill his crimes: no, *tis 
Honour, honour, my noble friends, that idol honour, 


That all the world now worſhips, not Petruchio, 
Muſt do this juſtice, 


Ant. Let it once be done, 
And *tis no matter, whether you or honour, 
Or both be acceſlary. 

2 Gent. Do you weigh, Petruchio, 
The value of the perſon, power, and greatneſs, . 
And what this ſpark may kindle ? 

Petr, To pertorm it, 
So much I am tied to reputation 


And credit of my houſe, let it raiſe wild-fires, 


And ſtorms that toſs me into everlaſting ruin, 
Yet 1 mult through if you dare fide me 
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Ant. Dare! | 
Say we were all ſure to die in this venture, 
As I am conhd-nt againſt it; is there any 
Amongſt us of ſo fat a ſenſe, ſo pamper'd, 
| Would chuſe luxuriouſly to lie a bed, 
And purge away his ſpirit? ſend his foul out 
In ſugar- ſops, and ſyrups ? give me dying, 
As dying ought to be, upon my enemy; 
Let em be all the World, and bring 8 
Cain's envy with them—I will on. | 
1 Gent. We'll follow. | 
Petr. You're friends indeed! 
2 Gent. Here is none will fly from you; 
Do it in what deſign you pleaſe, we 1 mow you. 
Petr. That's f poken heartily, 
Ant. And he that flinches, 
May he die louſy in a ditch, 
1 Gent. Is the cauſe ſo mortal? nothing b but his life? 
Petr. Believe me, 
A leſs offence has been the deſolation 
Of a whole name. 
1 Gent, No other way to purge it? 
Pet». There is, but never to be hop'd for. 
2 Gent, Think an hour more, 
And it then you find no ſafer road to guide you, 
Well ſet our reſt too. 
Ant. Mine's up already, 


And hang him for my part, goes les than life. b Bene 
SCENE III. 


Enter Don John. 

John. The civil order of this city, Naples, 
Makes it belov'd and honour'd of all travel}}crs, 
As a molt ſafe retirement in all troubles ; 

Beſide the wholſome ſear, and noble temper 

Of thoſe minds that inhabit it, lafely wile, 
And to all ſtrangers courteous : But I ſce 

My admiration has drawn night upon me, | 
And longer to expect my friend may pull me 


Inte 
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Into ſuſpicion of too late a ſtirrer, 
Which all' good governments are jealous of. 
I'll home, and think at liberty: yet certain, 
*Tis not ſo far 4 5 as I thought ; for ſee, 
A fair houſe yer ſtands open, 25 all about it [play : 
Are cloſe, and no lights ſtirring ; there may be foul 
I'll venture to look in—If there be knaves, 
Fog 60d once. 
Within. Signior | 
Jobn. What ? Bow is chi? 
Within. Signior Fabritio. 2 
FJobn. I'll go nearer. of 
Within. Fabrilio. [done. 
Fobn. This is a woman's tongue, here may be good 
Within. Who's there ? Fabrilio? | 
John. Ay. 
Within. Where are you ? d. 
John. Here, 
Within. O come, for Heaven's ſake 
Jobn. 1 mult ſee what this means. 
Enter a Woman with a Child. (noiſe ; 
Nom. I have ſtay'd this long hour for you, make no 
For things are in ſtrange Wander de ſecret, 
»Tis worth your care: be gone now, more eyes watch ua 
Than may be for our ſafeties. 
John. Hark ye 
Mom. Peace; good- night. Exit ſhutting the door. 
John. She's gone, and I am loaden — fortune for me! 
It weighs well, and it feels well; it may chance 
Jo be ſome pack of worth: by the maſs tis heavy 
If it be coin or jewels, tis worth welcome. 
I'll ne'er refuſe a fortune am confident 
Tis of no common price: Now to my lodging: 


It it be right, PII bleſs this night [Exiz 
SCENE IV, Another STREET. 


Enter Duke and three Gentlemen. 


Duke. Welcome to town, are ye all fit ? 
1 Gent, 


7 


T. HE CHANGES 


1 Gent. To point, Sir. 

Duke. Where are the horſes? 

2 Gent. Where A were. appointed. 

Duke. Be private and whatiooger, bre ad? 
Offer itſelf, let us ſtand ſure, nr 

3 Gent. Fear not: a 
*Ere you ſhall be endanger'd, or deluded 11 
N Well make a black night on't. _ ; 5 2 

Duke. No more, I know it ; N 
You know your quarters? . 

1 Gent. Will you go alone, Sir? . 

Dake. You ſhall not be far ſrom me, the Jeaſ nai | 
Shall bring you to my reſcue, 

2 Gent. We are counſell'd. | 5 


S CGS N E FV. 


Enter Don John, with a Child i”. 


Jobn. Was eyer man ſo paid for being curious? 
Exer ſo bobb'd for ſearching out adventures, [peeping 
As I am? Did the devil lead me? muſt I needs be 
Into men's houſes where I had no buſinefs, 
And make myſelf a miſchief ? *Tis well carry'd | ! 

I muſt take other mens accaſions on me, 
And be I know not whom : moſt finely handled ! 
What have I got by this now? What's the 4 
A piece of pap and caudle-work—a child, 
Indeed an infidel : this comes of peeping !.., 
What a figure do I make now l- good white bread, 
Let's have no bawling wrye* , ſdeath, have I 
Known wenches thus long, all the ways of wenches, 
Their ſnares and ſubtilties? Have I read over 
All their ſchool- learning, ſtudied their quirks, and 
And am I now bumfiddled with a baſtard? "Ts uiddits, 
At my age too! fie upon't !—Well, Don Jabs, 
You'll be wiſer one day, when you have paid dearly 
For a collection of theie butter prints | 
*E would not grieve me to keep this ginger-bread, 
YR. it of my own baking; but to beggar. 
oe . _ Fohn, 
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Myſelf in caudles, nurſes, coral, bells and babies, 

For other mens iniquities! a little 

Lien me ;—what ſhall 1 do with it now? 
uld I be caught here dandling this pap-ſpoon, 

I ſhall be ſung 7 ballads ; ome Hum — * 

Will call me nick names as I paſs the ſtreets; 

] can't bear it !—no eyes are near—T'11 drop it 

For the next curious coxcomb—how it ſmiles upon me! 

Ha! you little ſugar-ſop !——'tis a ſweet bab; 

*T were barb'rous to leave it ten to one would kill it; 

Worſe fin than his who got it—Well, PII take it, 

And keep it as they keep death's head in rings, 

To cry memento to me.—No more peeping 

Now all the danger is to qualify | 

The good old gentlewoman, at whoſe houſe we lodge; 

For ſhe will fall upon me with a catachiſm 

Of four hours long—I muſt endure all . 

For I will know this mother Come, good wonder, 


Let you and I be joggin your ſtarv'd treble 


Will waken the rude watch elſe.— All that be 
Curious night-walkers may they find my fee. [ Exit. 


SCENE VI. A STREET. 


Enter Frederick. 


Fred. Sure he's gone home: Pve beaten all the pur- 
But cannot bolt him what's here lieus, 


Enter Conſtantia | 

Con. I am ready, | 
And through a world of dangers am flown to you; 
Be full of haſte and care, we are undone elſe : 
Where are your people? which way muſt we travel? 
For Heaven's ſake ſtay not here, Sir. 

Fred. What may this prove ? 

Con. Alas! I am miſtaken, loſt, undone, 
For ever periſh'd ! Sir, for Heaven's ſake tell me, 
Are you a gentleman ? peg 

Fred. I am. 

Con. Of this place ? Fred. 


* 


THE O HANOES. 3 
Fred. No, born in Spain. K % 
Con. As ever you lov'd honour. 


As ever your deſires may gain their ends, 
Do a poor wretched woman but this benefit, 
For I am forc'd to truſt you. 

Fred. You have charm'd me, 
Humanity and honour bids me help you: 
And if I fail yeur truſt 

Con. The time's too dangerous 
To ſtay your proteſtations : I believe you, 
Alas! I muſt believe you: from this place, 
Good noble Sir, remove me inſtantly. 

And for a time, where nothing but yourſelf, 
And honeſt converſation may come near me, 
In ſome ſecure place ſettle me: What Iam, 
And why thus boldly I commit my credit 
Into a ſtranger's hand, the fear and dangers 


That force me to this wild courſe, at more leiſure 
I ſhall reveal unto you. 


Fred. Come, be hearty, 
He muſt ſtrike thro my life that takes you from me.[ Ex, 


SCENE VII. 


Enter Petruchio, Antonio, and two Gentlemen. 


Petr. He will ſure come. Are you all well arm'd ? 
Ant. Never fear us: 
Herc's that will make 'em dance without a fiddle. 
Petr. We are to look for no weak foes, my friends, 
Nor unadviſed ones. 
Ant. Beſt gameſters make the beſt play; 
We ſhall fight cloſe and home too. 
1 Gent. Antonio, 
You are a thought too bloody. 
Ant. Why all phyſicians 
And penny almanacks allow the opening | 
Of veins this month; why do you talk of bloody ! 
What come we for, to fall to cuffs for apples ? 


What, would you make the cauſe a cudgel quarrel? 
C | On 
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On what terms ſtands this man? Is not his honour 
Open'd this hand, and pick'd out like an oyſter ? 
His credit like a quart- pot knock'd together, 
Able to hold no liquor? Clear out this point. 
Petr. Speak ſoftly, gentle couſin, 
Ant. I'll ſpeak truely, 
What ſhould men do, aliy'd to theſe diſgraces, 
Lick o'er his enemy, fit down, and dance him? 
Cry, that's my fine boy! thou'lt do ſo no more, child. 
Petr. Here are no ſuch cold pities. 
Ant. By St. Jaques, 
They ſhall not find me one! here's old tough Andrew, 
A ſpecial friend of mine, and he but hold, 
Fl ſtrike *em ſuch a horn-pipe : Knocks I come for, 
And the beſt blood I light on; I profeſs it, 
Not to ſcare coſtermorg.-rs ; if I loſe my own, 
My audir's caſt, and farewell five-and-fifty. 
Petr. Let's talk no longer, place yourſelf with ſilence, 
As I direct you; and when time calls us, 
As you are friends, ſo ſhew yourſelves. 
Ant. So be it; 
O how my fingers tingle to be at em! [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VIII. A CHAMBER. 


Enter Don John and his Landlady. 


Land. Nay, ſon, if this be your regard. 

John. Good Mother. 

Land. Good me no goods, your couſin and yourſelf 
Are welcom2 to me, whilſt you bear yourſelves 
Like honeſt and true gentlemen : Bring hither 
To my houle, that have ever been reputed 
A gentlewoman of a decent, and fair carriage, 
And ſo behav'd myſelt- — 

John. I know you have. 

Land. Bring hither, as I ſay, to make my name 
Stink in my neighbour's noſtrils, your devices, 
Your brats got out of allicant and broken oaths ; 


Your 
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Your linſey-woolſey work, your haſty-puddings! 

I foſter up your filch'd iniquities 

You're deceiy*d in me, Sir, I am none 

Of thoſe receivers. 

John. Have I not ſworn unto you, 

*T'is none of mine, and ſhew'd you how I found it? 
Land. You found an eaſy fool that let you pet it. 
John. Will you hear me? 

Land. Oaths | what care you for oaths to gain your 
ends, | 

When you are high and pamper'd ? what ſaint know 

Or what religion but your wicked paſſions? (you? 

I'm fick to ſee this dealing. 

Jobn. Heaven forbid, mother! 

Lond. Nay, I am very ſick. 

Jobn. Who waits there? 

Pet. Sir | (within) ; 
Jobn. Bring a bottle of Canary wine. 
Land. Exceeding fick, Heaven help me! 
John. Haſte you, Sirrah |! 

I muſt &en make her drunk—Nay, gentle mother. 
Land. Now fie upon you! was it for this purpoſe 

You fetch'd your evening walks for your devotions, 

For this pretended holineſs ? No weather, 

Not before day, could hold you from the mattins: 

Were theſe your bo-peep prayers ? you've pray'd well, 

And with a learned zeal watch'd well too; your faint 


It ſeems was pleas'd as well.—Still ſicker, ſicker ! 


Enter Peter with a bottle of: wine. 

Jobn. There's no talking tohertillI havedrench'd her: 
Give me: here, mother, take a good round draught. 
It will purge ſpleen from your ſpirits; deeper, mother. 

Land. Ay, ay, fon, you imagine this will mend all. 

John. All Ptaith, mother. 

Land. I confeſs the wine 
Will do its part. | 

Fobn. L' pledge you. 

Land. But, ſon Fobn. 

C 2 John 
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John, I know your meaning, mother, touch it 
once more. 
Alas, you look not well | take a round draught, 
It warms the blood well, and reſtores the colour. 
And then we'll talk at large. 
Land. A civil gentleman | 
A ftranger ! one the town holds a good gard of ! 
John. Now we grow kind and maudlin. (aſide. 
Land. One that ſhould weigh his fair name ! Oh, a 
ſtitch ! 
Jobn. There's nothing better for a ſtitch, good 
mother, 
Make no ſpare of it, as you love your health; 
Mince not the matter, | 
Land. As I ſaid, a gentleman lodge in my houſe ! 
Now Heav'n's my comfort, Signior! 
John. And the wine good, mother 
I look'd for this. 
Land, I did not think youwould have us'd me thus; 
A woman of credit, one, heav'n knows, 
That loves you bur too tenderly. 
Jobn. The thunder ceaſes, and the rain deſcends. 
Land. What do you ſay, ſon ? 
Jobn. I ſay, mother, 
That I ever found your kindneſs, and acknowledg'd it. 


Land. No, no, I'm a fool to counſel you, Where” 1 


the infant? 
Come let's ſee your workmanſhip. 


John. It is none of mine, mother, but P11 fetch it.— 


Here it is, and a luſty one. 

Land. O Heav'n bleſs thee ! 
Thou hadſt a haſty making; but the beſt 3 is, 
*Tis many a good man's fortune: As I live, 
Your own eyes, Sgnior; and the nether lip 
As like you, as you had ſpit it. 

John. I'm glad on't. 

Land. Bleſs me, what things are theſe ? 


John. I thought my labour 
Was 
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Was not all loſt; *tis. gold, and theſe are jewels, 
Both rich and right, I hope. 
Land. Well, well, fon Jobn. 
I ſee you are a wood-man and can chuſe 
Your deer, tho? it be i“ tl dark; 
Here I am with you now, when, as they ſay, - 
Your pleaſure comes with profit; when you muſt 
needs do, 
Do where you may be done to; *tis a wiſdom 
Becomes a young man well 
Jobn. Confound your proverbs. 
All this time, good mother, 
The child wants looking tod, wants meat and nurſes. 
Land. Now bleſſing o' thy heart, it ſhall have all, 
And inftantly ; P11 ſeek a nurſe myſelf, ſon. 
Tis a ſweet child: ah, my young Spaniard ! 
Take you no further care, Sir. 
John. Yes, of theſe jewels, 
I muſt, by your good leave, mother ; theſe are mine ; 
The gold for bringing up on't, I freely render 
To your charge: for the reſt PII find a maſter. 
But where's Don Fred'rick, mother ? 
Land. Ten to one, 
About the like adventure ; he told me 
He was to find you out. 
John. Why ſhould he ſtay thus? 
There may be ſome ill chance in't; fleep I will not, 
Before I have found him: | 
Well, my dear mother, let the child be look'd to; 
1 And look you to be rewarded. About it 
4 Strait, good mother. 
4 Land. No more words, nor no more children, 
Good ſon, as you love me—this may do well: 
This ſhall do well: Eh! you little ſweet cherub ! 
John. So, ſo, I thought the wine wou'd do its duty: 
She'll kill the child with kindneſs; t'other glaſs, 
And ſhe had raviſh'd me: There is no way 
Ot bringing women of her age to reaſon 
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But by this—girls of fifteen are caught 
Fifty ways, they bite as faſt as you throw in ; 
| But with the old cold *tis diff*rent dealing, 
9 *Fis wine muſt warm them to their ſenſe of — 
1 Exit. 


ACT II. SCENE I. A Chu BTR. 


Enter Frederick and Anthony, with a Candle. 


Fred. IVE me the candle; ſo, go you out that 


way. 
Ant. What have we now to do ? 
Fred. And on your lite, Sirrah, 
Let none come near the door without my knowledge ; A 
No not my landlady, nor my friend. | 4 
Ant. Tis done, Sir. A 
Fred. Nor any jerious buſineſs that concerns me. | 


Ant. Is the wind there again ? 4 
Fred. Be gone. 4 
Ant. I am, Sir. [ Exit. 


Fred. Now enter without fear a 


Enter 1ſt Conſtantia with @ jewel. a 
And, noble lady, A 
That ſafety and civility you wiſh for 24 
Shall truly hear attend you : no rude tongue 
| Nor rough behaviour knows this place; no wiſhes 
jg Beyond the moderation of a man, 
Dare enter here. Your own deſires and innocence, 
1 Join'd to my vow'd obedience, ſhall protect you. 
a Con. You are truly noble, 
19 And worth a woman's truſt: let it become me, 
(I do beſeech you, Sir) for all your kindneſs, 
To render with my thanks this worthleſs trifle; 
I may be longer troubleſome. | 

Fred. Fair offices 
Are ftill their own rewards; Heavens bleſs me, lady, 
From felling civil courteſies. May it pleaſe you, . 
| I 
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If you will force a favour to oblige me, 
Draw but that cloud aſide, to ſatisfy me 
For what good angel I am engag'd. 
Con. It ſhall be; 
For I am truly confident you are honeſt : 
The piece is ſcarce worth looking on. 
Fred. Truſt me, 
The abſtract of all beauty, ſoul of ſweetneſs ! 
Defend me, honeſt thoughts, I ſhall grow wild elſe! 
What eyes are there !—good blood be temperate, 
I mutt look off: too excellent an object 
Confounds the ſenſe that fees it : noble lady, 
If there be any further ſervice to caſt on me, 
Let it be worth my life, ſo much I honour you 
Con. Your ſervice is too liberal, worthy Sir. 
Thus far I ſhall entreat 
Fred. Command me, lady : 
You make your power too poor. 
Con. That preſently, 
With all convenient haſte, you will retire 
Unto the ſtreet you found me in. 
Fred. Tis done. 
Con. There, if you find a gentleman oppreſs'd 
With force and violence, do a man's office, 
And draw your ſword to reſcue him. 
Fred. He's ſafe, | 
Be what he will ; and let his foes be devils, 
Arm'd with your beauty, I ſhall conjure 'em. 
Retire, this key will guide you : all things neceſſary 
Are there betore you. 
Con. All my prayers go with you. Ie. 
Fred. Men ſay gold | 
Does all, engages all, works thro? all dangers : 
Now I ſay, beauty can do more. The king's exchequer, 
Nor all his wealthy Indies, could not draw me 
Thro' half thoſe miſeries this pieces of pleaſure 
Might make me leap into : we are all like ſea-charts, 
All our endeavours and our motions 


(As 
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(As they do to the north) ſtill point at beauty, 
Still at the faireſt; yet to her, I vow, 

Unleſs it be her own free gratitude, 

My hopes ſhall die, and my tongue rot within me, 
Ere I infringe my faith—now to my reſcue— | Exit. 


"SCENE I. 4 STREET. 


Enter Duke, parſu'd by Petruchio, Antonio, and ihat 
| Party. | 


Duke. You will not all oppreſs me? 
Ant. Kill him i' th' wanton eye: 
Let me come to him. 
Duke, Then you ſhall buy me dearly. [hey fight, the 
Enter Don John. Dake falls. 
John. Sure tis fighting 
My friend may be engag'd : Fie, gentlemen, 
This is unmanly odds ; preſs upon 
A fall'n enemy |—it is cowardly— 
Thus will I protect him |l— [Don John Zeſtrides him. 
Ant. I'll ſtop your mouth, Sir. 
Fohn. Nay, then have at thee freely: 
There's a plumb, Sir, to ſatisfy your longing. 
Petr. He's fallen; I hope I have ſped him: 
Where's Antonio? 
Ant. I muſt have one thruſt more, Sir. 
John. Come up to me. 
Ant. A miſchief confound your fingers. 
He's given me my quietus eſt; I felt him 
In my ſmall guts; Pm ſure he's feez'd me; 
This comes of ſiding with you. 
Petr. J hear more reſcue coming. [Trampling within. 
Ant. Let's turn back then; 
My ſkull's uncloven yet, let me but kill ! 
Petr. Away, for heav'n's ſake, with him. 
They hurry him off. 
| Enter the Duke's N : | 4 
John. Help, gentlemen—hoy is it? 


Duke 


| Duke. Well, Sir, | 
Only a little ſtagger'd: 
Duke's Party. Let's purſue *em. 
Duke. No, not a men, I charge you : Thanks, good 
coat, 
Thou haſt fav d me a ſnrew d welcome twas put home, 
With a good mind too, I'm ſure on't. 


John. Are you ſafe then? 
Duke. My thanks to you, brave Sir, whoſe timely 


And manly courteſy, came to my reſcue. [ valour, 
Jobn. You had foul play offer'd you, and ſhame befal 
That can paſs by oppreſſion. [him 


Duke. May J crave, Sir, 
But this much honour more, to know your name, 
And him I am ſo bound to? 

Fobn. For the bond, Sir, 
Tis every good man's tie: to know me further, 
Will little profit you; I am a ſtranger, 
My country Spain, my name Don John, a * 
That came abroad to travel. 

Duke. I have heard, Sir, 
Much worthy mention of you, yet I find 
Fame ſhort of what you are. 

Jobn. You are pleas'd, . 
To expreſs your courteſy : May I demand V. 
As freely what you are, * War miſchance 
Caſt you into this danger ? 

Dake. For this preſent 
I muſt deſire your pardon : You ſhall know me 
*Ere it be long, Sir, and a nobler thanks, 
Than now my ; will can render. 

John. Your will's your own, Sir. (Looking about: 

Duke. What is't you look for, Sir? have you loſt 
any thing? 

Fobn. Only my hat i th' ſcuffle z ſure theſe fellows 
were night-ſnaps. 

Duke. No, believe me, Sir: Pray uſe mine, 


For "twill be hard to find your own now, 
'D Fohn 
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John. Indeed I cannot. 
Duke. Indeed you ſhall; I can command another 2 
I do beſeech you honour me. 
John. Well, Sir, then I will, 
And ſo PII rake my leave. 
Duke. Within theſe few days 


I hope I ſhall be happy in your knowledge; 


Til! when I love your mem'ry. | Exit with his party, 
John. And I your's: 


This is ſome noble fellow ! 


Enter F rederick, 
Fred. *Tis his tongue ſure : 


Don Fohn ! 

John. Don Frederick ! 

Fred. You're fairly met, Sir! 
Prithee tell me what revelation haſt thou had to-night, 
That home was never thought of ? 

John. Revelations | 
I'll tell thee, Frederick : But before ] tell thee, 
Settle thy underſtanding. 

Fred. *Tis prepar'd, Sir. 

John. Why then mark what ſhall follow: 


This night, Frederick, this wicked night 
Fred. | thought no leſs. 


John. This blind night 
What doſt thou think I have got? 
Fred. What ſuch wanton fellows ought to get. 


7cbn. Would *twere no worſe : You talk of revela- 
I have got a revelation will reveal me 
An errunt coxcomb whilſt I live. 
Fred. What is't ? 
Thou haſt loit nothing ? 
bn. No, I have got, I tell thee. 
Fred. What haſt thou got? 


Jobn. One of the infantry, a child. 
Fred. How? 


Jobn. A chopping child, man, 
Jred. Give you joy, Sir. 


[tions, 


Jo bn. 
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John, I'll give it you, Sir, if it is joy. Fred rict, 
This town's abominable, that's the truth of it. 

Fred. I ſtill told you, John, 
Your wenching muſt come home; I counſell'd you, 
But where no grace is- 

Fohn. Tis none of mine, man. 

Fred. Anſwer the pariſh ſo. 

John. Cheated in troth, 
Peeping into a houſe, by whom I know not, 
Nor where to find the place again; no, Fred'rict, 
Tis no poor one, 


That's my beſt comfort, for't has brought about it 
Enough to make it, man. 


Fred. Where is't ? 
Jobn. At home. (Signior, 
Fred. A ſaving voyage: But what will you ſay, 
To him that ſearching out your ſerious worſhip, 
Has met a ſtranger fortune? 
John. How, good Frederick ? 
A militant girl to this boy would hit it. 
Fred. No, mine's a nobler venture : What do you 
think, Sir, 
Of a diſtreſſed lady, one whoſe beauty 
Would over-ſell all Italy? 
Jobn. Where is ſhe ? 
Fred. A woman of that rare behaviour, 
So qualify'd, as love and admiration | 
Dwell round about her; of that perfect ſpirit !- 
John. Ay marry, Sir. 
Fred. That admirable carriage, 
That ſweetneſs in diſcourſe ; young as the morning, 
Her bluſhes ſtaining his. 
Fohn. But where's this creature ? 
Shew me but that. 
Fred That's all one, ſhe's rt 
I have her ſure, boy. 
Fobn. Hark'ee, Frederick, 
What truck betwixt my infant? 


D 2 Fred. 


20 THE CHANCES, 


Fred. Tis too light, Sir, 

Stick to your charge, good Don John, I am well, 
Jon: But is there ſuch a wench ? 

red. Firſt tell me this: 

Did you not lately, as you walk'd along, 

Diſcover people that were arm'd, and likely 

To do offence ? 

John, Yes marry, and they urg'd it, 
As far as they had ſpirit. 
Fred. Pray go forward, | 
John, A gentleman I found engag'd amongſt 'em, 

It ſeems of noble breeding, I'm ſure brave metal; 

As I return'd to look you, I ſet into him, 

And without hurt (I thank heav'n) reſeu'd him, 

Fred. My work's done then : 

And now to ſatisfy you, there is a woman, 

Oh Jobn ! there is a woman 
Jobn. Oh, where is ſhe? 
Fred. And one of no leſs worth than J aſſure you, 

And which is more, fallen under my potection. 

Jobn. I'm glad of that; forward, ſweet Frederick. 
Fred. And which is moſt of all ſhe is at home too, 
John, Come, let's be gone then. (Sir. 
Fred. Yes; but *tis moſt certain 

You cannot ſee her, Jobn. 

Jobn. Why? © 
Fred. She has ſworn me, 

That none elſe ſhall come near her; not my mother, 

Till ſome doubts are clear'd. 

Join Not look upon her? What chamber is ſhe in? 
red. In ours. 
Jobn. Let's go, I ſay: ä 

A woman's oaths are wafers, break with making; 

| They muſt for modeſty a little : we all know it; 

Let's go, I fay— 

Fred. No, Pl aſſure you, Sir. 
John. Not fee her | 

1 ſmell an old dog-trick of your's, c be . 

ou 
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You talk'd to me of wenching, let's have fair play, 
Square dealing I would wiſh you. | 
Fred, You may depend upon it, Zobn. 
Jobn. Tell me, | 
And tell me true, is the cauſe honourable ? 
Or for your pleaſure ? | 
Fred. By all our friendſhip, John, 
*Tis honeſt, and of great end. 
Jobn. I'm anſwer'd; 
But let me ſee her tho 
Fred, J can't. 
Jobn. Leave the door open as you go in. 
Fred. I dare not. 
John. Not wide open, 
But juſt ſo as a jealous huſband 
Would level at his wanton wife through. 
Fred. That courteſy, 
If you deſire no more, and keep it ſtrictly, 
] dare afford you: Come, tis now near morning. 
Jobn. Along, along then, dear Frederick. [ Excunt. 


Enter Peter and Anthony. 


Pet. Nay, the old woman's gone too. 
Ant. She's a cater-wauling _ | 
Amongſt the gutters ; But conceive me, Peter, 
Where our good maſters ſhould be. 
Pet. Where they ſhould be, 
1 do conceive; but where they are, good Anthony— 
Ant. Ay, there it goes: my maſter's bo-peep with 
With his fly popping in and out again, (me, 
Argu'd a cauſe- 
Pet. My ſaint-like Don has hir'd a chapel 
In the corner there, for his pious uſes, 
Where I, againſt my will, watch, faſt and pray. 


Ant. Hark | | ( Lute ſounds. 
Pet. What! | 


Ant. Doſt not hear a noiſe ? 
Again! tis a lute, 


Pit, 
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Pet. Odd it's a lute—or a drum—where i is it ? 
Ant. Above, in my maſter's chamber. | 
Pet. There's no creature : he hath the key himſelf, 
Ant. Let him have 1t—this is his lute. [man. 
(Cinging wire. 
Pet. I grant you; but who ſtrikes it? 
Ant.. An admirable voice too !—hark you. 
Pet. Anthony, 
Art ſure we are at home ? 
Ant. Without all doubt, Peter. 
Pet. Then this muſt be the devil. 
Ant. Let it be. 
Good devil, ſing again: O dainty devil, 
Peter, believe it, a moſt delicate devil 
The ſweeteſt devil !— 


Enter Frederick and Don John, 


Fred. If you would leave peeping. 
Jobn. I cannot by no means. 
Fred. Then come in ſoftly ; 


And as you love your faith, preſume no further 
Than you have promiſed. 


John. Baſta. 
Fred. What makes you up ſo early, Sir? 
Jobn. You, Sir, in your contemplations |! 
Pet. O pray you peace, Sir. 
Ant. Huſh ! huſh! (Lute ſounds, 
Fred. Why peace, Sir ? 
Pet. Do you hear? 
Jobn. Tis your Jute: ſhe's 8 on't. 
Ant. The houſe is haunted, Sir! 

For this we have heard this half year. 
Fred. You ſaw nothing ? 

> Ant. Not J. 
Pet. Nor I, Sir. 
Fred. Get us our breakfaft then, 

And make no words on't. 


Jobn. We'll undertake this ſpirit, if it be one. 
Ant. 
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Ant. This is no devil, Peter: 
Mum ! there be bats abroad. 
Fred. Stay, now ſhe ſings! 
John. An angel's voice, I'il ſwear ! 
Fred. Why didſt thou ſhrug ſo? 
Either allay this heat, or as I live I will not truſt you. 
John. Paſs—I warrant you. Exeunt. 


SCENE III. Anotber CHAM BER. 


Enter Iſt Conſtantia, with a lute. 


Thou friendly ſoothing inſtrument, my better 
Genius has ſurely laid thee in my way, 
That thy ſweet melancholy ſtrain might echo 
To the ſorrows of my heart, leſt it o'er-burthen'd 
Should, from reflection, ſink into deſpair. 


S O N G. 
I. 


How cruelly fated is woman to woe, 
Too weak to contend, ſtill beſet by the foe : 
Tho each wiſhwe conceiv'd, ſhou'd be crown'd with ſucceſs, 
What would flow from thoſe wiſhes, but care, and diſtreſs. 
For love intervenes, and fancy's gay ſcenes, 
Alas | are clouded all &er, 
The ſun quits the ſkies, hope ſickens, and dies, 
Heigho !—the heart ſays no more. 


IT. 


Tho* beauty and riches together conſpire, 

To flatter our pride, and fulfil each defire ; 
Nor beauty, nor riches, give peace to that breaſt, 
Which paſſion has tortur'd, and grief has oppreſsd. 

For love intervenes, and fancy's gay ſcenes, 

Alas! are clouded all o'er, 
The ſun quits the ſkies, hope fickens, and dies, 
Heigho !—the heart ſays uo more. 


[ Exeunt. 


To 
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To curſe thoſe ſtars that men ſay govern us, 
To rail at fortune, to fall out with fate, 

And tax the general word, will help me nothing: 
Alas, I am the ſame ſtill, neither are they 
Subject to helps or hurts; our own deſires 

Are our own fates, our own ſtars all our fortunes, 
Which, as we ſway *em, ſo abuſe, or bleſs us. 


Enter Frederick, and Don John peeping. 
Fred. Peace to your meditations. 
John. Pox upon you, 
Stand out of the light. 
1 Con. I crave your mercy, Sir ! ; 
My mind o'er-charg'd with care, made me unmannerly. 
Fred. Pray you ſet that mind at reſt, all ſhall be perfect. 
Jobn. I like the body rare; a handſome body, 
A wond'rous handſome body - would ſhe would turn: 
See, and that ſpightful puppy be not got 
Between me and my light again. 
Fred. I is done, | 
As all that you command ſhall be: The gentleman 
Is ſafely off all danger. | | 
Jobn. O los Dios! what a rare creature 
1 Con. How ſhall I thank you, Sir? how ſatisfy ? 
Fred. Speak ſoftly, gentle lady, all's rewarded. 
Now does he melt like marmalade. 
John. Nay, tis certain, 
Thou art the ſweeteſt woman that eyes &er look'd on: 
I hope thou art not honeſt, 
Fred. None diſturb'd you? 
1 Con. Not any, Sir, nor any ſound came near me; 
I thank your care. 
Fred. Tis well. | 
Jobn. I would fain pray now, 
But that the devil, and that temptation 
What are we made to ſuffer! 
Fred. Pull in your head and be hang'd. 
Jobn. Hark' ce, Fred'rick, 
I have brought you home your pack: ſaddle. 


Fred. 
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Fred. Fie upon you. (Afide to Don John. 
1 Con. Nay, let him enter: fie, my lord the duke, 
Stand peeping at your friends. 
Fred. You are cozen'd, lady, 
Here is no duke. | 
1 Con. I know him full well, Signior: 
7obn Hold thee there, wench. 
Fred. This mad-brain'd tool will ſpoil all. 
1 Con. I do beſcech your grace come in; 
Jobn. My grace! 
There was a word of comfort. 
Fred. Shall he enter, 
Whoe'er he be ? 
Jobn. Well follow'd, Frederick, 
1 Con. With all my heart. 


Enter Don John. 


Fred. Come in then. 

Jobn. Bleſs you, lady. (Conſtantia ſtar il. 
Fred. Nay, ſtart not; tho” he be a ſtranger to you; 
He's of a noble ſtrain, my k inſman, lady, 

My countryman and fellow- traveller: 
He's truly honeſt. 

FJobn. That's a lye. 

Fred. And truſty, 

Beyond your wiſhes : valiant to defend, 
And modeſt to converſe with as your bluſhes. 

Zobn. Modeſt to converſe with ! here's a fellow : 
Now may I hang myſelf; this commendation 
Has broke the neck of all my hopes; for now 
Muſt I cry, #0 forſooth, and ay forſooth, and ſureh, 
And truly as ] live, and as I am honeſt. _ 

He's done theſe things on purpoſe ; for he knows, 
Like a moſt envious Taſcal as Fe is, 
Lam not honeſt this way O the traitor ! 
FH'has watch'd his time I ſhall be quit with him. 
1 Con. Sir, I credit you. 
Fred. Go ſalute her, John. i 
5 E. Jobu 
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John. Plague o' your commendations. 

1 Con. Sir, I ſhall now deſire to be a trouble. 

Jobn. Never to me, ſweet lady; thus I ſeal 
My faith, and all my ſervices. (kiſſes her hand. 

1 Con. One word, Signior. 

John. What a hand the rogue has! fofter than down, 
And whiter than the lily and then her eyes | 
What points ſtie at? my leg, I warrant; or 
My well-knit body: fit faſt, Don Frederick. 

Fred. Jwas given him by that gentleman 


You took ſuch care of, his own being loſt P th' ſcuffle. | 


1 Con. With much joy may he wear it: 'tis a right 
I can aſſure you, gentlemen ; and right happy (one, 
May he be in all fights for that noble ſervice. 

Fred. Why do you bluſh ? 

1 Con. It had almoſt cozen'd me: 
For not to lye, when I ſay that, I look'd for 
Another owner of it: bur 'tis well. 

. Fred. Who's there ? (Knocking. 
Pray you retire, madam ;—come in, Sir. [Ex. Con. 


Enter Anthony. 


Now what's the news with you ? 
Ant. There is a gentleman without 
Would ſpeak with Don John! 
Fred. (Speaking to Don Fohn, who is peeping after 
Conſtantia.) Don John. 
Jobn. (Still peeping.) What's the matter? 
Fred. Leave peeping, John, you are wanted. 
Fobn, Who is it? 
Ant. ] do not know, Sir, but he ſhews a man 
Of no mean reckoning. 


Jobn. Let him ſhew his name, 


And you return a little wiſer. Exit Ant. 


Fred. How do you like her, Jobn? 
John. As well as you, Frederick, 

For all I am honeſt; you ſhall find it too. 
Fred. Art thou not honeſt ? 


John 
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Jobn. Art thou an aſs, 
And modeſt as her bluſhes ? What a blockhead 
Would cer have pop'd out ſuch a dry apology 
For his dear friend ? and to a gentlewoman, 
A woman of her youth and delicacy ? 
They are arguments to draw them to abhor us. 
An honeſt moral man ! *tis for a conſtable; 
A handfome man, a wholſome man, a tough man, 
A liberal man, a likely man, a man 
Made up like Hercutus, ſtout, ſtrong, and valiant— 
Theſe had been things to hearken to, things catching z 
But you have ſuch a ſpiced conſideration, 
Such qualms upon your worſhip's conſcience. (you, 
Such chilblains in your blood, that all things pinch 
Which nature and the liberal world makes cuſtom ; 
And nothing but fair honor! dear honor! ſweet honor! — 
O damn your water-gruel honor ! 
Fred. 1 am ſorry, John. 
Fohn. And fo am 1, Frederick ; but what of that? 
Fic upon thee, a man of thy diſcretion | 
hat I was truſty and valiant, were things well put in; 
But modeſt! a modeſt gentleman ! 
O wit! wit! where wa'ſt thou? 
Fred. It ſhall be mended ; 
And henceforth you ſhall have your due. 
Enter Anthony. 
Jobn. I look for't; how now, who is't ? 
Aut. A gentleman of this city, 
And calls himſelf Petruchio, 
Jobn. Petruchio ! I'Il attend him. 


Enter 1j} Conſtantia, 
1 Con. How did he call himſelf? 
Fred. Petruchio ; | 
Does it concern you ought ?, 
I Con. O gentlemen, 
The hour of my deſtruction is come on me, 
I am diſcover'd, loft, left to my ruin: 


As cyer you had pity | 
E 2 Jobn. 
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Jobn. Do not fear; 


Let the great devil come, he ſhall come thro* me firſt; 
Loſt here, and we about you! 
1 Con, To you, and your humanity, a ales 
12 creature, begs for ſafety O grant 
e your protection — to your honors, Sirs, 
1 fy as to the altar for a refuge: 
If ever innocence, undone by paſſion, 
And facrific'd by pride, 0 warm your breaſts 
In my behalf, now hear behold the ruin, 
And that ſacrifice ; be your noblcneſs 
My ſanct'ary, and ſhield a woe- fick heart 


From all its ter rors and afflictions. (Kneeling, 
John. Pray riſe. 


Fred. Fall before us? 
I Con. O my unfortunate eſtate, all angers 
Compar'd to his, to his 
Fred. Let his and all men's, | (fake, 
Whilſt we have power and life; ſtand up for heav'n' $ 
Jebn. And for my ſake, be comforted, 
1 Cen. I have offended neav'n too; yet heav'n knows. 
Jebn. Ay, heav'n knows that we are all evil; 
Vet heav'n forbid we ſhou'd have our deſerts. 
What is he? 
1 Con. Too, too near to my offence, Sir : 
O he will cut me picce-meal! 
Fred. *Tis no treaſon? _ 
John. Let it be what it will: if he cut here, 
Fil find him cut-work. 
Fred. He muſt buy you dear, 
Wich more than common lives. 
John. Fear not, nor weep not: 
By heav'n I'll fire the town before you periſh, 
And then the more the merrier ; we'll jog with you. 
Fred. Come in, and dry your eyes. 
Jobn. Pray no more weeping: 
Spoil a fweet face for nothing ! my return 
Shall end all this, I warrant. You, 


1 Con. Heaven gran ut! [ Exeunt. 
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S C E N E III. 


Enter Petruchio, with a letter, 
Petr. This man ſhould be of quality and worth 


By Don Alvaro's letter, for he gives 
No ſlight recommendation of him: 


I'll &en make ule of him. 


Enter Don John. 
John. Save you, Sir! I am ſorry 
My. buſineſs was ſv unmannerly, to make you 
Wait thus long here. 
Petr. Occaſions mult be ſerv'd, Sir: 
But is your name Don John ? 
Jobn. It is, Sir. 
Petr. Then, 
Firſt tor your own brave ab eI oſt embrace you 3 
Next, for the credit of your noble triend, 
Hernanda de Alvaro, make you mine: 
Who lays his charge upon me in this letter, 
To look you out, and for the virtue in you, 
Whilſt your occaſions make you reſident 
In this place, to ſupply you, love and honour you; 
Which had I known ſooner 
Jobn. Noble Sir, 


| Yow'll make my thanks too poor: I wear a a ſword, Sir, 


And have a ſervice to be {till diſpos'd of, 


As you ſha'l pleaſe command it. 


Petr. That manly courteſy is half my buſineſs, £ Sir; 


And to be ſhort, to make you know I honour you, 


And in all points belieye your worth-hke oracle ; 


This day Petruchio, 


One that may command the ſtrength of this place, 
Hazard the boldeſt ſpirits, hath made choice 
Only of you, and in a noble office. 
Jobn. Forward, I am free to entertain it, 
Petr. Thus then, 
do belcech you mark me, 
Fohn, I ſhall, Sir. 
FR Petr, 
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Petr. Ferrara's duke, would I might call him wor- 
But that h' has raz'd out from his family, (thy, 
As he has mine w:th infamy ; this man, 

Rather this powerful monſter, we being left 
But two of all our houſe to ſtock our memories, 
My ſiſter Conſtantia and myſelt ; with arts and witch- 
Vows and ſuch oaths heav*n has no mercy for, (crafts, 
Drew to diſhonour this weak maid by ſtealth, 
And ſecret paſſages I knew not of. 
Oft he obtain'd his wiſhes, oft abus'd her, 
I am aſham'd to ſay the reſt : This purchas'd, 
And his hot blood allay'd, he left her, 
And all our name to ruin. 
John. This was foul play, 
And ought to be rewarded ſo. 
Petr. I hope ſo, 
He ſcap'd me yeſter- night —which if he dare 
Again adventure for, Iwill pardon him. 
John. Sir, what commands have you to lay on me? 
Petr. Only thus; by word of mouth to carry him 
A challenge ſrom me, that ſo (if he have honour in him) 
We may decide all difference betwixt us. | 
John. Fair and noble, | 
And I will do it home: When ſhall J viſit you? 
Petr. Pleaſe you this afternoon, I will ride with you, 
For at the caſtle, fix miles hence, we are ſure 
To find him. 
Zohn. Pil be ready. 
Petr. My man ſhall wait here, 
And conduct you to my houſe, 


John. I ſhall not fail you. [ Exit Petruchio, 


Enter Frederick. 


Fred. How now ? | 
John. All's well, and better than thou could'ſt ex- 
pect, tor this wench is certainly no veſtal - but who 


do you think that ſhe is? gueſs an thou canſt. 
Fred. ] cannot. 


LAY 
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Jobn. Be it known then to all men, by theſe pre- 
ſents, this is ſhe, ſhe, and enly ſhe, our curious cox- 
combs have been ſo long hunting after. (John. 

Fred. W ho,Conftantia? thou talk'ſt of cocks and bulls, 

John. I talk of wenches, Frederick /——this is the 
pullet we two have been crow ing after. 

Fred. It cannot be. 

John. It can be, it ſhall be, and muſt be—fiſter ta 
Don Petrachio—her name Conflantia—T know all, man. 
Fred. Now | believe | | 

Zehn. I both believe and hope it. 

Fred. Why do you hope it ? 

John. Firſt, becaule ſhe is handſome, and next, be- 
cauſe ſhe is kind there are two reaſons for you: now 
do you find out a third, a better if you can: for take 
this, Frederick, for a certain rule, ſince ſhe has once 
began ſhe'll never give it over; ergo, if we have good 
luck, in time ſhe may fall to our ſhare. | 

Fred. I can't believe her diſhoneſt for all this : She 
has not one looſe thought about her. 

John. No matter for that, ſh2*'s no ſaint—There 
has been fine work, dainty doings, Frederick ! 

Fred. How can you talk ſo? 

John. Becauſe I think ſo; now you think fo, and 
talk otherwiſe ; therefore I am the honeſter, though 
you may be the modefter man. 

Fred. Well, well, there may have been a flip. 

John. Ay, and a tumble too, poor creature—T fear 
the boy will prove her's I took up laſt night. 

Fred. The devil! 

John. Ay, ay, he has been at work Let us go in, 
and comfort her; that ſhe is here, is nothing yet ſuſ- 
pected, Anon, Pl tell you why her brother came, 
( who by this light is a brave fellow) and what honour 
he has done me in calling me to ſerve him. 

Fred. There be irons heating for ſome, Don Jobn. 

John. Then we muſt take care not to burn our 
fingers, Frederick. = [ Exeunt. 


Aer 
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ACT III. SCENE I. A Crane. 


Enter Landlady and Anthony. 


OME, Sir, who is it that keeps your maſter 
Ant. I ſay to you, Don John. (company? 
Land. I ſay what woman? 
Ant. I ſay ſo too. 
Land. I ſay again, Iwill know. 
Ant. I ſay, *tis fit you ſhould. 
Land. And ] tell thee, he has a woman here. 
Ant. I tell thee tis then the better for him. 
Land. Was ever gentlewoman 
So frumpt up with a fool ? Well, ſaucy Sirrah, 
I will know who it is, and to what purpoſe ? 
I pay the rent, and I will know how my houſe 
Comes by theſe inflammations : If this geer hold, 
Beſt hang a ſign poſt-up, to tell the rakes, 
Here you may. have whenches at livery. 
Ant, *T'would be a great eaſe to your age. 


Enter Frederick. 


Fred. How now ? 
Why what's the matter, landlady ? 
Land. What's the matter 
You uſe me decently among you, gentlemen. 
Fred. Who has abus'd her ; you, Sir? 
Land. Od's my witnels, 
J wilt not be thus treated, that I will not. 
Ant. I gave her no ill language. 
Land. Thou lieſt, Sirrah— 
Thou took'ſt me up at every word [ ſpoke, 
As I had been a maukin, a flirt gillian : 
And thou think*ſt, becauſe thou canſt write and read, 
Our noſes muſt be under thee. | 
Fred. Dare you, Sirrah ? | 
Ant. Let but the truth be known, Sir, I befeech you; 
She raves of wenches, and I know not what, Sir. 


Land, Goto,thou know'ſt too well, thou wicked valet, 
Thou inſtrument of evil. Aut: 


Land. 
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Ant. As I live, Sir, ſhe's ever thus till dinner. 

Fred. Get you in, Sir, I'll anſwer you. anon: [Ex. Ant. 
Now to your grief, what is't? for I can gueſs— 

Land. You may, with ſhame enough; Don Frederick; 

If there were ſhame amongſt you; nothing thought on, 


But how you may abuſe my houſe : not ſatisfyd 
With bringing home your baſtards to undo me, 


But you muſt drill your wenches here too: my patience; 


Becauſe I bear, and bear, and carry all, 
And as they ſay, am willing te groan under; 
Muſt be your make-ſport now. 
Fred. No more of theſe words; 
Nor no more murm'rings, woman; for you know 
That I know ſomething—I did ſuſpect your anger, 
But turn it preſently and handſomly, 
And bear yourſelf diſcreetly to this lady ; 
For ſuch a one there is indeed. | 
Land. *Tis well, Sir. 
Fred. Leave off your devil's mattins, and your me- 
Or we ſhall leave our lodgings : (laricholies; 
Land. But mine honour ; | 
And *twere not for mine honour —— 
Fred. Come, your honour, 
Your houſe, and you too, if you dare believe me; 
Are well enough: ſleek up yourſelf, leave crying, 
For I muſt have you entertain this lady 
With all civility, ſhe well deſerves it, 
Together with all ſervice : I dare truſt you, 
For I have found you faithful. When you know her; 
You'll find your own fault; no more words, but do it. 
Land. You know you may command me. 


Enter Don John. 
Jobn. Worſhipful landlady, 


| How does thy ſwanſkin petticoat ? by heav'n, 


Thou look*ſt moſt amiable! now could I willingly 
(And *twere not for abuſing thy Geneva print there) 
Venture my perſon with thee. 5 
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Land, You'll leave this roguery, 

When you come to my years. 
Jeu. By this light, 

Thou art not above fifteen yet! a meer girl! 

Thcu haſt not half thy teeth! ( Knocking. 
Fred Somebody knocks ; 

See who it 1s; and do not mind this fellow. 

Land. I beg, Sir, that you'll uſe me with decorum. 
John. Ay, ay, PII promiſe you with nothing elſc. 
Aud will you begone, my love, my love— (Singing. 

Exit Landlady. 
Was there ever ſuch a piece of touchwood ? 
Fred. Prith'ee, John, let her alone, ſhe has been 
Well vex'd already—ſhell grow ſtark mad, man. 
obn. I would fain ſce her mad—an old mad wo- 


Fred. Don't be a fool. (man — 
Jobn. Is like a miller's mare, troubled with the 
She makes the rareſt faces, (tooth- ach; 


Fred. Prith'ee be ſober. 
Re- enter Landlady. 


Jobn. What, again! 
Nay, then it is decreed, tho' hills were ſet on hills, 
And ſeas met ſeas to guard thee, I would through! 
Lend. Od's my_witnels, if you ruffle me, III ſoil 
your ſweet face for you. 
John. Oh raptures ! raptures ! (Kiſſing her.) 
| (She runs 55 Him.) 
What, will you hurt your own ſon ? 
(She looks kind upon him. ) 
Land. Well, well, go, go to the door, there's a 
gentleman there would peak with you. 
John. Upon my lite, Petruchio ;—good, dear land- 
lady, carry him into the dining-room, and III wait 
upon him preſently. 
Land. Well, Don John, the time will come that, 1 


| ſhall be even with you, | [ Exit Land. 
John. 
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John. I muſt begone about this bufineſs— 
Won't you go too, Frederick ? 

Fred. I am not requeſted you know—beſides the 
Lady will want advice and conſolation. 

John. Yes; and I know too, with all your modeſty, 
That you will be ready to give it her. 

Fred. For ſhame, John, how can you ramble ſo? 
You know you may truſt me. 

John. I had rather truſt a cat with ſiveer milk, 
Frederick. 

Fred. I'll but ſpeak to her, and follow you. 

John. Indeed? 

Fred. Indeed. | | 

Jobn. Upon your honour ? | 

['red. Upon my honour. 

Jobn. And your modeſty ? 

Fred. Phoo | phoo !] don't be a fool. 

John. Well, well, I ſhall truſt you now Pm eaſy, 

Exit Don John. 


35 


Enter 1 . 


1 Con. What, no way to divert this certain danger? 
Fred. Impoſſible ! their honours are engag'd. 1 
1 Con. T hen there muſt be murder, and I the cauſe 
Which, gen'rous Sir, I ſhall no ſooner hear of, 
Than make one in't: you may, if you pleaſe, Sir, 
Make all go leſs —Do, Sir, for heaven's ſake, 
Let me requeſt one favour, 
Fred. It is granted. 
1 Con. Your friend, Sir, is I find, too reſolute, 
Too hot and fiery for the cauſe : as ever 
You did a virtuous deed, for honour's fake, 
Go with him, and allay him your fair temper, 
And noble diſpoſition, like wiſh'd ſhowers, 
May quench theſe eating fires, that would ſpoil all elle : 
I fee in him deſtruction 
Fred. I'll do't—And 'tis a wiſe conſideration : 
PII after him, lady— What my beſt labour, 


With 
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With all the art I have can work upon 'em, 
Be ſure of, and expect fair end; the old gentlewoman 
Shall wait upon you; ſhe is diſcreet and ſecret, 
And you may truſt her in all points, 

1 Con. You're noble. 

Fred. And ſo I take my leave. 
I hope, lady, a happy iſſue for all this. 

1 Con. All heaven's eare upon you, and my prayers! 

| | [ Exeunt ſeverally. 


s R NB U. 


Enter a Surgeon, and a Gentleman. 


Gent. What ſymptoms do you find in him? 
Sur. None, Sir, dangerous, if he'd be rul'd. 
Gent. Why, what does he do ? 


Sar. Nothing that he ſhou'd. Firſt he will let no 


liquor down but wine, and then he has a fancy that 


he muſt be dreſs'd always to the tune of John Dory. 
Gen. How, to the tune of Fobn Dory ? 


Sur. Why, he will have fiddlers, and make them 
play and ſing it to him all the while. 
Gent, An odd fancy indeed. 


Enter Antonio. 

Ant. Give me ſome wine. 

Sur. I told you ſo—Tis death, Sir. 

Ant. Tis a horſe, Sir: Doſt thou think I ſhall re- 
cover with the help of barley-water only ? | 

Gent. Fie, Antonio, you muſt be govern'd. 

Ant. Why, Sir, he feeds me with nothing but rot- 
ten roots and drown'd chickens, ſtew'd pericraniums 
and pia- maters; and when I go to bed (by heav*n *tis 


true, Sir) he rolls me up in lints, with labels at em, 


that I am juſt the man i' th' almanack, my head and 
face is in Aries place. e 


Sur. Will't pleaſe you, to let your friends ſee you 
ppen'd ? 


Ant. Will't pleaſe you, Sir, to give me a brimmer? 
Th TOI I feel 
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I feel my body open enough for that. Give it me, or 
I'll die upon thy hand, and ſpoil thy cuſtom. 

Sur. How, a brimmer ? 

Ant. Why, look you, Sir, thus I am us'd ſtill; I 
can get nothing that I want. In how long a time 
canſt thou cure me ? 

Sur. In forty days. 

Ant. I'Il have a dog ſhall lick me whole in twenty: 
In how long a time canſt thou kill me? 

Sur. Preſently. | 

Ant. Do't; that's the ſhorter, and there's more 
delight in't. 

Gent. You muſt have patience. 

Ant. Man, I muſt have buſineſs ; this fooliſh fellow 
hinders himſelf: I have a dozen raſcal to hurt within 
theſe five days. Good man- mender, ſtop me up with 
parſley like ftuff*d beef, and let me walk abroad: and 

let me be dreſt to that warlike tune, John Dory. 

Sur. You ſhall walk ſhortiy. 

Ant. I will walk preſently, Sir, and leave your ſal- 
lads there, your green ſalves, and your oils; I'll to my 
old diet again, ſtrong fpod, and rich wine, and fee 
what that will do. 

Sur. Well, go thy ways, thou art the maddeſt old 
fellow 1 e' er met with [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IL 


Enter 1 Conſtantia and Landlady. 


1 Con. I have told all I can, and more than yet 
Thoſe gentlemen know of me, ever truſting 
Your concealment--but are they ſuch ſtrange creatures? 
Land. I here is the younger, ay, and the wilder, 
Don Fohn, the arrant'ſt Jack in all this city: 
Has been a dragon in his days ! the truth is, 
Whole chaſtity he chops upon, he cares nor, 
He flies at all; 9 44 2 upon my conſcience, 


He has now a hundred of em: The laſt nighs 
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He brought home one; I pity her that bore it, 
But we are all weak veſſels. Some rich woman 
(For wiſe J dare not call her) was the mother, 


For it was hung with jewels; the bearing cloth 
No leſs than crimſon velvet. 
1 Con. How ? 


Land. Tis true, lady, 

1 Con. Was it a boy too? 

Land. A brave boy 

1 Cen. May I fee it? 
For there is a neighbour of mine, a gentlewoman, 
Has had a late miſchance, which willingly | 


I would know further of: now if you pleaſe 
To be ſo courteous to me. 


Land. You ſhall ſee it: 
What do you think of theſe men, now you know 'em? F, 
Be wiſe, or you'll repent too late; I tell you 


But for your own good, and as you will find it. 
1 Con. I am advis'd. 


Land. No more words then; do that, 
And inftantly, I told you of: be ready: 


Don John, I'll fit you 1 your * (aſide. 
1 Con. I will, dame: 


But fhall I ſce this child ? 
Land. Within this half hour: 
Ler's in, and then think better. [ Exennt. 


SENI. 
Enter Petruchio, Don John, and Frederick. 


John. Sir, he is worth your knowledge, and a gentle- 
If I, that ſo much love him , may commend him) {man 
That's full of honour ; and one, if foul play 
Should fall on us, will not fly back for filips. 

Petr. You much honour me, 

And once more I pronounce you bath mine. 

Fred. Stay 


What troop is that below i' th' valley there? 
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Jobn. Hawking, I Ke it. | 
Petr. They are ſo; tis the Duke,“ tis even he, gentle- 
Sirrah, draw back the horſes till we call you: (men; 
know him by his company. 
Fred. 1 think too 
He bends up this way. 
Petr. So he docs. - 
Jobn. Stand you ſtill, 
Within that covert till I call: you, Fred'rick, 
By no means be not ſeen, unleſs they offer 
To bring on odds upon us : He comes forward ; 
Here will I wait him fairly : To your places. 
Petr. I need no more inſtruct you. 
John. Fear me not. [ Petr. and Fred. retire. 


Enter Duke, and his. Party. 


Duke. Feed the hawks up, 
We'll fly no more to day; O my bleſt fortune; 
Have I ſo fairly met the man 
Jobn. You have, Sir, 
And him you know by this. (Shewing his hat. 
Dake. Sir, all the honour, | 
And love 
Jobn. I do beſeech your grace ſtay dente 
Diſmiſs your train a little. 
Dake. Walk aſide, 
And out of hearing, I command you : now, Sir, 
Be plain. 
Jobn. I will, and ſhort ; 
You have wrong'd a gentleman, beyond all juſtice, 
eyond the mediation of all friends. 
Duke. The man, and manner of wrong ? 
Jobn. Petruchio is the man; 
The wrong is, you have diſhonour'd his ſiſter. 
Duke. Now ſtay you, Sir, | 
And hear me a little: This gentleman's 
Siſter that you have nam'd, 'tis true I have long lov'd; 
As true I have poſſeſs'd her: no leſs truth, 


I have 
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I have a child by her. But that ſhe, or he, 
Or any of that family are tainted, 

Suffer diſgrace, or ruin, by my pleaſures, 

J wear a {word to ſatisfy the world, no, 


And him in this caſe when he pleaſes; for know, Sir, 


She is my wife, contracted before heaven; 
(A witneſs I owe more tie to than her brother) 
Nor will I fly from that name, which long ſince 
Had had the church's ſeal, and approbation, 
But for his jealous nature, ; 
Jobn. Sir, your pardon ; 
And all that was my anger, now my ſervice. 
Duke. Fair Sir, I knew I ſhould convert you; had we 
But that rough man hear now too 
Jobn. And you ſhall, Sir. 
What hoa! hoa! 
Duke. I hope you have laid no ambuſh. 
Enter Petruchio. 
Jobn. Only friends. 
Duke. My noble brother, welcome; 
Come put your anger off, we'll have no fighting, 
Unleſs you will maintain I am unworthy 
To bear that name. 
Petr., Do you ſpeak this heartily ? 
Duke. Upon my ſoul, and truly: the firſt prieſt 
Shall 4 an out of theſe doubts. 
Petr. Now I love you, 
And beſcech you pardon my ſuſpiciens 
You are now more than a bother, a brave triend too, 
Jobn. The good man's overjoy'd. What ho 
Mr. Modeſty, you may come forth now—— 
Enter Frederick. 
Fred. How goes it ? : 
John. Why the man has his mare again, and all's 
The duke profeſſes freely he's her huſband, (well. 
Fred. *Tis a good hearing. | | 
Town. Yes, for modeſt gentlemen 
J muſt preſent you—may it pleaſe your grace 
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To number this brave gentleman, my friend, 
And noble kinſman, among thoſe your vhs: 
He is truly valiant, and modeſt to converſe with. 
Duke. O my brave friend; you ſhower your boun- 
ties on me. 
Amongſt my belt thoughts, P in which number 
You being worthily diſpord already, | 
May freely place your friend 
Fred. Your grace honours me. 
Petr. Why this is wond'rous happy: But now, bro- 
Now comes the bitter to our ſweet: Conſtantia! (ther, 
Duke, Why, what of her? 
Petr. Nor what, nor where do I know: 
Wing'd with her fears, laſt night beyond my know- 
She quit my houſe, but whither 6 (ledge, 
Fred. Let not that 
Duke. No more, good Sir, I have heard too much. 
Petr. Nay ſink not. 
She cannot be ſo loſt. 
John. Nor ſhall not, gentlemen; 
Be free again, the lady's found: that ſmile, S: r, 
Shows you diſtruſt your ſervant. 
Duke. I do beſcech you. 
John. You ſhall hae me, by my ſoul, ſhe's ſafe. 
Duke. Heaven knows I would believe, Sir. 
Fred. You may ſafely. 
John. And under noble uſage: this modeſt gentle- 


(man— 
Fred. I met her in all her doubts laſt night, and to 
my guard 


(Her fears being ſtrong upor her) ſhe gave her perſon; 
I waited on her to our lodging; where all reſpect, 
Civil and honeſt ſervice, now attend her. 

Petr, You may believe now. 

Duke. Yes I do, and ſtrongly : 
Well, my good friends, or rather my good angels, 
For you have both preſer vd me; when theſe virtues 
Die in your friend's remembrance $8 
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John, Good, your grace, 

Loſe no more time in compliments, *tis too precious 3 
I know it by mylelt, there can be no hell 
To his that hangs upon his hopes. 

Petr. He has hit it. 

Fred. To horſe again then, for this night I'll crown 
With all the joys you wiſh for, | (you 

Petr. Happy gentlemen ! [ Exeunt, 
Enter Franciſco and 4 Man. 

Fran, This is the maddeſt miſchief! never fool was 
ſo fobb'd off as I am, made ridiculous, and to my- 
ſelf, mine own als; truſt a woman! I'll truſt the de- 
vil firſt, for he dares be better than his word ſome- 
times : Pray tell me in what obſervance have I ever 
fail'd her? 

Man. Nay, you can tell that beſt yourſelf. 

Fran. Let us conſider. 

Enter_Frederick and Don John. 

Fred. Let them talk, we'll go on before. 

Fran, Where didſt thou meet Conſtantia, and this 

' woman ? 

Fred. Conftantia ! What are theſe fellows? Stay by 
all means, ( They liſten. 

Man, Why, Sir, I met her in the great ſtreet that 
comes from the market-place, juſt at a tyrning by a 

goldſmith's ſhop. 
Fred. Stand ſtill, John. 
Fran. Well Conſtantia has ſpun herſelf a fine thread 
now: What will her beſt friend think of this? 
Fred. John, I ſmell ſome juggl: ng, John. 
Fohn, Yes, Frederick, I tear it will be prov'd ſo. 
Fran. But what ſhould the reaſon be, 10 ſt think, of 
this ſo fudden change in her ? t 
Fred. *Tis ſhe. 
Man, Why truly, I ſuſpect ſhe has been enticed to 
3: by a ſtranger. 
John, Did you mark that, Frederick : 2 
Fran. Stranger wha ? 


Man. 
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Man. A wild gentleman that's newly come to town, 
Fred. Mark that too. 


Jobn. Yes, Sir. 
Fran. Why do you think ſo? 


Man. I heard her grave conductreſs eoattle fornes 


thing as they went along, that makes me gueſs it. 
John. Dis ſhe, Frederick. 


Fred. But who that he 1s, John? 

Fran. I do not doubt to bolt *em out, for they muſt 
certainly be about the town. Ha! no more words. 
Come, let's be gone. (Franciſco aud Man ſeeing Don 


Fred. Well. John and Fred. they retire. 
Jobn. Very well. 


Fred. Diſcreetly. 

Jobn. Finely carried. 

Fred. You have no more of theſe tricks ? 

Jobn. Ten to one, Sir, 
{ ſhall meet with them, if you have. 

Fred. Is this fair? 

Jobn. Was it in you a friend's part to deal double! 2 
Jam no aſs, Don Frederick, 

Fred. And, Don Fohn, 
It ſhall appear I am no fool: diſgrace me 
To make vourſelf thus every woman's courteſy? 
*T 1s boyiſh, 'tis baſe. 

John. Lis falfe; I privy to this dog-trick ! 
Clear yourſelf, for I know where the wind fits, 
Or as I have a life— — TTrampling within, 

Fred. No more, they are coming; ſhew no diſcon- 
tent, let's quietly away: If ſhe be at home our jea- 
louſies are over; if not, you and I muſt have a farther 
parley, John. | 

Fohn. Yes, Don Frederick, you may by ſure we 
ſhall; but where are theſe fellows ? Plague on 'em, we 
have loſt them too in our ſpleens, like fools. 

Enter Duke and Petruchio. 

Duke. Come, gentlemen, let's goa little faſter: 
Suppole you have all miſtreſſes, and mend 
Tour pace accordingly. + by Fobn 
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Jobn. Sir, I ſhould be as glad of a miſtreſs as ano- 

ther man. 

| | Fred. Yes, o'my conſcience wouldſt thou, and of 


any other man's miſtreſs too, that Pl anſwer for.[ Exeunt 


1 $,.:C: 8; NE; 
Enter Antonio and his Man. 
Ant. With all my gold? | 
Man. The trunk broken open and all gone ! 
Ant. And the mother in the plot ? 
Man. And the mother and all. | 
Ant. And the devil and all, and all his imps go with 
'em. Belike they thought I was no more of this world, 
and thoſe trifles would but diſturb my conſcience. 
Man. Sure they thought, Sir, you would not live to 
diſturb *em. ; | 75 
Ant. Well, my ſweet miſtreſs, I'll try how hand- 
| ſomely your ladyſhip can caper in the air! thete's 
15 your maſter- piece. No imaginations where they 
| 


ſhould be? 

Man. None, Sir; yet we have ſearch'd all places 
we ſuſpected; I believe they have taken towards the port. 
Ant. Give me then a water-conjurer, one that can 
Nt raiſe water-devils; I'll port em: play at duck- and- 
i drake with my money | Get me a conjurer I ſay, en- 
19 quire out a man that lets out devils. 

4 Man. I do'nt know where. 
. Ant. In every ſtreet, Tom Fool; any blear-ey'd 
I, people with red heads and flat noſes can perform it. 


Thau ſhalt know them by their half-gowns, and-no IM 
breeches. Find me out a conjurer, I ſay, and learn 4$ 
his price, how he will let his devils out by the day, 4 
I'll have 'em again if they be above ground. ¶ Excunt. 
Sennen I. | 


Enter Duke, Petruchio, Frederick, and John. | 
Petr. Your grace is welcome now to Naples; ſo 1 


you are all, gentlemen. 4 
»» | 
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Jobn. Don Frederick, will you ſtep in and give the 


lady notice who comes to viſit her? 
Petr. Bid her make haſte; we come to ſee no 
ſtranger—a night-gown will ſerve turn: Here's one 
that knows her nearer. | 

Fred. L'Il tell her what you ſay, Sir. Exit. 

Petr. Now will the ſport be, to obſerve her altera- 
tions, how betwixt fear and joy ſhe will behave her- 
ſelf. 

Duke. Dear brother, I muſt entreat you 
Petr. I conceive your mind, Sir—I will not chide 
her, but like a ſummer's evening againſt heat 


Enter Frederick and Peter. 


Fobn. How now? 


Fred. Not to abuſe your patience longer, nor hold 


you off with tedious circumſtances; for you muſt 
know | 


John What I knew before. 
Petr. What? 
Dake. Where is ſhe ? 
Fred. Gone, Sir. 
Duke. How! | 
Petr. What did you ſay, Sir? 
. "Fred: Gone; by heaven remov'd. The woman of 
the houſe too. | 
Petr. What, that reverend old woman that tired me 
with compliments ? 5 
Fred. The very ſame. 
Jobn. Well, Don Frederick. 
Fred. Don Jobn, it is not well : But 
John. But what? f 
Petr. Gone 
Fred. This fellow can ſatisfy I lye not. 
Pet. A little after my maſter was departed, Sir, 
with this gentlemen, my fellow and myſelt being ſent 
on buſineſs, as we muſt think on purpoſe 


Fobn. Yes, yes, on purpoſe. 


Petr. 
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Petr. Hang theſe circumſtances, they always ſerve 
to uſher in ill ends. 
John. Gone! Now could I eat that 1 I am m fo 
angry. Gone! 
Petr. Gone! 
Fred. Directly gone, fled, ſhifted : what would you 
have me ſay ? 
Duke. Well, gentlemen, wrong not my good opi- 
nion. 
Fred. For your dukedom, Sir, I would not be a 
knave. 
Jobn. He that is, a rot run in his blood. 
Petr. But, hark'ee, gentlemen, are you ſure you 
had her here? Did you not dream this ? 
John. Have you your noſe, Sir? 
Petr. Yes, Sir 
Jobn. Then we had her. 
Petr. Since you are ſo ſhort, believe your having 
her ſhall ſuffer more conſtruction. 
John. Well, Sir, let it ſuffer, (Turns off peevilhly. 
Fred. How to convince you, Sir, I can't imagine; 
but my life ſhall juſtify my innocence, or fall with it. 
Duke. Thus, then—for we may be all abus'd. 
Petr. Tis poſſible. | 
Duke. Here let's part until to-morrow this time; 
we to our way to clear this doubt, and you to yours: 
pawning our honours then to meet again; when if ſhe 
be not found 
Fred. We ſtand engag'd to anſwer any worry way 
we are call'd to. 
Duke. We atk no more. 
Petr. To-morrow certain. 
John. It we out-live this night, Sir. 
[ Exeunt Duke and Petruchio. 
Fred. Very well, Don John! 
Jobn. Very ill, Don Frederick ! 
Fred. We have ſomewhat now to do. 
John. With all my heart, I love to be doing. 
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Fred. If ſhe be not found we muſt fight. 
Jobn. I am glad owt, I have not fought a great 
While. 
Fred. I am glad you are ſo merry, Sir, 
Jobn. I am lorry you are ſo dull, Sir. 
Fred, 1 hate trifling when my honour's at ſtake. 
Jobn. If you will ſtake your honour upon trifling 
things you muſt; for my part, I'Il not look like a 
murderer in tapeſtry as you do—thus—for all the 
honour in Criſtendom. a 
Fred. Here let us part; and if the lady be 
Not forth- coming, 
'Tis this, Don John, ſhall damp your levity ! 
We: ( (Clapping his hand upon his feword. 
Jobn. Or this ſhall rickle up your modeſty ¶¶ Exeunt. 


— * 
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ACT IV, SCENE I. A TAVERN, 
Enter 2 Conſtantia, and her Mother. 


Moth. OLD, Cons, hold, for goodneſs, hold; T 
am in that deſertion ot ſpirit for want of 

breath, that I am almoſt reduced to the neceſſity of 
not being able to defend my ſelf againſt the inconveni- 
ence of a fall, | 
2 Con. Dear mother, let us go a little faſter to ſe- 
cure ourſelves from Antonio: tor my part I am in 
that terrible fright, that I can neither think, ſpeak, 
nor ſtand ſtill, till we are ſafe a ſhip-board, . 7} out 
of ſight of the ſhore. 

Moth. Out of ſight of the ſhore! why do you think 
P11 depatriate ? | 
2 Con. depatriate? what's that? 

Moth. Why, you fool you, leave my cour.try : what 
will you never learn to ſpeak out of the vulgar road ? 
2 Con, O Lord! this hard word will undo us. 
Meth, As J am a chriſtian, if it were to ſave my ho- 
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nour (which is ten thouſand times dearer to me than 
lite) I would not be guilty of ſo odious a thought. 

2 Con. Pray, mother, ſince your honour is 10 dear 
to you, conſider. that if we are taken, both it and we 
are loſt for ever. | 

Moth. Ay, girl ; but what will the world ſay, if 
they ſhould hear ſo odious a thing of us, as that we 
ſhould depatriate ? bY 

2 Con. Ay there's it; the world! why mother, the 
world does not care a pin if both you and I were 
hang'd; and that we ſhall be certainly, if Antonio takes 
us, tor you have run away with his gold. 

Moth. Did he not tell you that he kept it in [his 
trunk for us? and had not I a right to take it when. 
2 I pleas'd: you have loſt your reaſoning faculty, 

ons. 
2 Con. Yes, mother, but you was to have it upon 
a certain condition, which condition I would ſooner- 
ſtarve than agree to. I can't help my poverty, but I 
can keep my honour, and the richeſt old fellow in the 
kingdom ſhan't buy it: I'd ſooner give it away than 
fell it, that's my ſpirit, mother. 

Moth. But what will become of me, Cons? I have 
ſo indelible an idea of my dignity, that I muſt have 
the means to ſupport it; thoſe I have got, and I will 
ne er depart from the demarches of a perſon of qua. 
lity; and let come what will, I ſhall rather chule to 
ſubmit myſelf to my fate, than ſtrive to prevent it by 
any deportment that is not congruous in every degree 
to the ſteps and meaſures of a ſtrict practitioner of 
honour, * 

2 Cen. Would not this make one ſtark mad? your 
ſtite is no mare out of the way. than your manner of 
reaſoning; you firit ſell me to an ugly old fellow, 
then yon run away with me, and all his gold; and 
pow, like a ſtrict practitioner of honour, reſolve to be 
taken, rather than depatriate, as you call it. 

Mob. As 1 am a chriſtian, Cons, a tavern, and a 

very 
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very decent ſign; Pl in, I am reſolv'd, though by it 
I ſhould run a riſque of never ſo ſtupendous a nature 
2 Con. There's no ſtopping her : what ſhall I do? 
e 4 | (aſide. 
Meth, I'll ſend for my kinſwoman and ſome muſic, 
to revive me a little, for really, Cons, Iam reduced to 
that ſad irabecillity, by the injury J have done my poor 
feet, that I am 1n a great incertitude, whether they will 
have livelineſs ſufficient to ſupport me up to the to 
of the ſtairs, or no. [Exit Mother. 
2 Con. I have a great mind to leave this fantaſtical 
mother-in-law of mine, with her ſtolen goods, take to 
my heels and ſeek my fortune; but to whom ſhall I 
apply? Generoſity and humanity are not to be met 
with at every corner of the ſtreet.— If any young fel- 
low would but take a liking to me; and make an honeſt 
woman of me; I would make him the beſt wife in the 
world: but what a fool am ] to talk thus *—Youn 
men think of young women now a-days, as they do 
of their cloaths : it is genteel to have them, to Be 
vain of 'em, to ſhew *em to every body, and to change 
em often—when their novelty and faſhion is over, 
they are turn'd out of doors to be purchas'd and 
worn by the firſt buyer, —A wife, indeed, is not ſo 
eaſily got rid of; it is a ſuit of mourning. that lies 
neglected at the bottom of the cheſt, and only ſhews 
itſelf now and then upon melancholy occaſions. 
What a terrible proſpect however, I do here 
ſwear and vow to hve for ever chaſte, *titl I find 
a young fellow who will take me for better and 
for worſe, — Law! what a deſperate oath have I 
taken! 8 
Mother. (looking out at the window) Come up 
Cons, the fiddles are here | 
: | [ Mother goes from the window. 


2 Con. I come. | 
I muſt be gone, tho? whither I cannot tell; theſe fid- 
dles, and her diſcreet companions, will quickly "" 
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an end of all ſhe has ſtolen; and then for five hun- 
cred new pieces ſells me to an tur old fellow, whom 
1 will ſerve in the very ſame manner. She has taken 
care not to leave me a farthing, yet I am ſo, better 
than under her conduct, *twill be at worſt but begging 
tor my life: and 
Starving were to me an eaſter fate, 
Than to be forc'd to live with one I hate. 
[Gees up to her Mother. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Don John. 


Jobn. It will not out of my head, but that Don 
Frederick has ſent away this wench, for all he carries 
it ſo gravely » Yet, methinks, he ſhould be honeſter 
than ſo; but theſe grave men are never touch'd upon 
ſuch occaſions; mark it when you will, and you'll 
find a grave man, eſpecially if he pretend to be a 
a preciſe man, will do you forty things without re- 
morſe, that would ſtartle one of us mad fellows but 
to think of. ¶ Miſic above.] What's here, muſic and 
women ?—the beſt mixture in the world !—would 1 
were among 'em—(Mzufic again, cnd a woman appears 
in the baicony)—that's a right one, I know it by her 
ſmile - O'my conſcience, take a woman maſk'd and 
hooded, nay cover'd all o'er, ſo that you can't ſee one 
bit of her, and at twelve ſcore diſtance, if ſhe be a le- 
veret, as ten to one ſhe is, if I don't hit her, ſay 1 am 
no markſman. I have an eye that never fails me—ah ! 
rogue! ſhe's right too, I'm ſure on't; here's a brave 
parcel of em (Muſic ſtill and dancing. 

Moth. Come, come, let's dance in t'other room, 
tis a great deal better. 

Febn, Say you ſo? what, now, if I ſhould go up 
and dance too? it is a tavern. Rot this buſineſs. 
Why ſhould a man be hunting upon a could ſcent, 
when there is ſo much better ſport near at hand? I'll 

in, 
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in, I am reſolved, and try my own fortune; *tis hard 
luck if I dont get one of *em | 
As he goes to the door, 
Enter 2 Conſtantia. | 
See here's one bolted already; fair lady, whither ſo 
faſt ? 

2 Con. I don't know, Sir. 

Jobn. May I have the honour to wait upon you? 

2 Con. Yes, if you pleaſe, Sir. | 

John. Whither ? 

2 Con. I tell you I don't know. 

Jobn. She's very quick. Would I an be ſo 
happy as to know you, lady. 

2 Con. I dare not let you ſee my face, Sir. 

John. Why? 

2 Con. For fear you ſhould not like it, and then 
leave me; for to tell you true, I have at this prefent 
very great need of you. 

Jobn. Haſt thou? Then I declare myſelf thy 
champion: and let me tell you, there is not a better 
knight-errant in all chriſtendom, than I am, to fuc- * 
cour diſtreſt damſels. 

2 Con, What a proper, handſome, ſpirited fellow 
this is! 1f hed love me now as he ought, I' would 
never ſeek out further. Sir, I am young, and unex- 
i in the world. 


Jobn. If thou art young, it's no great matter what 
thy face is. 

2 Con. Perhaps this freedom in me may ſeem 
ſtrange; but, Sir, in ſhort, I'm forc'd to fly oh one 
I hate: Will you protect me? 

Jobn. Yes, that L will, before I ſee your face; your 
ſhape has charm'd me enough for that already. 

2 Con. But if we ſhould meet him, will you here 
promiſe me, he ſhall not take me from you? 

Jobn. If any one takes you from me, he ſhall take 


my life too; if I loſe one, I won't keep t'other 
they ſhall go together. 


2. Con. For heaven's ſake then conduct me to ſome 
H 2 place 
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place, where I may be ſecur'd awhile from the ſight 


of any one whatſoever. 

John. By all the hopes I have to find thy face as 
lovely as thy ſhape, I will. 

2 Con, Well, Sir, I believe you, for you have an ho- 
neſt look. 

Fohn. An honeſt loo! Zounds, I am afraid ron 
Frederick has been giving her a character of me too. 
Come, pray unmaſk. 

2 Con. Then turn away your face, for I'm reſolv'd 


you ſhall not ſee a bit of mine, *till J have ſet it in or- 
der, and then— 


Jobn. What then ? 

2 Con. VII ſtrike you dead. 

Jobn. A mettled wench, I warrant her! If ſhe be 
but young now, and have but a noſe on her face, ſhe'll 
be as good as her word 
panting with impatience Are you ready ? 


(As be turns flowly round, fhe gets on the other ſide) 
—S'death, where is ſhe? 


2 Con. Here ſtand your ground if you dare! 

Jobn. By this light, a rare creature! ten thouſand 
times handſomer than her we ſeek for! this can be 
ſure no comman one: pray heaven ſhe be a kind one! 

2 Con. Well, Sir, what ſay you now ? 

Fobn. Nothing; I'm ſo amaz'd I am not able to 
ſpeak. Prith'ee, my {weet creature, don't let us be 
— in the ſtreet, but run home with me, that I may 
have a lite e private innocent converſation with you. 


2 Con. No, Sir, no private dealing, I beſeech you. 


Jobn. S'heart, what ſhall I do? 'm out of my 
wits. Hark'ee, my dear ſoul, canſt thou love me ? 
2 Con. If I could, what then? 


Jobn. Why then I ſhould be the happieſt man alive! 
(Killing her hand. 


2 Cen. Nay, good Sir, hold--remember the conditions. 


John. Conditions! what conditions? I would not 
w1ong thee for the*univerie! 


2Con. Then you'll promiſe. JU 


Come, my dear, I'm en 


: _—__ Red. nad _ - ” , 
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John. What, what: I'll promiſe any thing, every 
thing, thou dear, ſweet, bewitching, heavenly woman ! 

2 Con. Do make me an honeſt woman? 

John. How the devil, my angel, can I do that, If 
you are undone to my hands ? F ? 

2 Con. Ay but I am not—-I am a poor innocent 
lamb, juſt eſcaped from the jaws of an old fox, 

Jobn. Art thou, my pretty lamb ? then I'll be thy 
ſhepherd, and fold thee in theſe arms.  (K;ſſes her hand. 

2 Con. Ay, but you muſt not eat the lamb yourſelf. 

Jobn. I like you ſo well, I will do any thing for 
thee. This girl ſure was made on purpoſe for me: ſhe 
is juſt of my humour my dear delightful incognitta! 
I love you fo much, it is impoſſible to ſay how much 
I love thee! my hear, my mind, and my ſoul, are 
tranſported to ſuch a degree, that that that damn 
it, I can't talk - ſo let us run home, or the old fox, 
my lamb, will oyertake us. (They run out. 


S EN E III. 
Enter Frederick and Franciſco. 


Fred. And art thou ſure it was Conſtantia, ſay'ſt thou, 
that he was leading? | 

Fran. Am I ture I live, Sir? why, I dwelt in the 
houſe with her; how canl chuſe but know her? 

Fred. But didſt thou ſee her face? 

Fran. Lord, Sir, I ſaw her face as plain as I ſee 
your's juſt now, not two ſtreets off. 

Fred. Yes, *tis' even ſo; I ſuſpected it at firſt, but 
then he foreſwore it with that confidence—Well, Don 
John, if theſe be your practices, you ſhall have no more 
a friend of me, Sir, I aſſure you. Perhaps, tho' he 
met her by chance, and intends to carry her to her 
brother, and the Duke. . 

Fran. A little time will ſhew—Gad-ſo, here he is 

Fred. I'll ſtep behind this ſhop, and obſerve him, 

Enter Don John and 2 Conſtantia. 

John. Here now go in; and let me ſee who will get 

you out again without my leave. 


* 
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2 Con. Remember you have given your honour. 
; Fohn. And my love and when they go together, 
you may always truſt em. 

Fred. Dear Don John. _ (John puts Conſtantia 
| , in, and locks the door) 
- Fohn, Plague o'your kindneſs: how the devil comes 
he here juſt at this time ?—Oh, how do you do, Fre- 
d'rick*— Now will he aſk me forty fooliſh queſtions, 
and 1 have ſuch a mind to talk to this wench, that I 
cannot think of one excuſe for my life. 
Fred. Your ſervant, Sir: pray who's that you 
lock'd in juſt now at the door? | 
Fuobn. Why, a friend of mine that's gone up to read 
a book. i 
Fred. A book! that's a quaint one, faith : pritlee, 
Don Jobn, what library has thou been buying this af- 
ternoon? for  th* morning, to my knowledge, thou 
hadſt never a book there, except it were an almanack, 
and that was none of thy own. neither. 

John. No, no, it's a book of his own, he brought 
along with him: a ſcholar that's given to reading, 
Fred. And do ſcholars, Don John, wear petticoats 
now-a-days ? | 

Jahn. Plague on him, he has ſeen her Well, Do 
Frederick, thou know'ſt I am not good at lying; *tis a 
woman, I confeſs it, make your beſt on't, what then? 

Fred. Why then, Don Fohy, I deſire you'll be pleas'd 
to let me ſee her. | 
_  - Foba, Why faith, Frederick, I ſhould not be againſt 

the thing, but you know that a man muſt keep his 
word, and ſhe has a mind to be private. 
Fred. But, Jobn, you may remember when I met a 
lady fo before, this very ſelf-ſame lady too, that I got 
leave for you to ſee her, John. 
Fobn. Why, do you think then that this here is 
Conſtantia ? 
Fred. I cannot properly ſay I think it, Zobn, becauſe 
J know it; this fellow here ſaw her as you led her 
i th? ſtreets, 

| John 
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Jobn. Well, and what then? who does he ſay it is? 

Fred. Aſk him, Sir, and he'll tell you. 

John. Hark'ee, friend, doſt thou know this lady? 

Fran. I think I ſhould, Sir; I have liv'd long 
enough in the houſe with her to know her ſure. 

John. And how do they call her, prith'ee ? 

Fran. Conſtantia ! 

Jobn. How] Conſtantia! | 

Fran. Yes, Sir, the woman's name is Conſtantia, 
that's flat. 


John. Is it ſo, Sir? and ſo is this too. (Strikes him. 
Fran. Oh, oh! ( Runs out. 


John. Now, Sirrah, you may ſafely ſay you have 
not bore falſe witneſs for nothing. 

Fred. Fie, Don John! why do you beat the poor 
fellow for doing his duty, and telling truth? _ 

Jobn. Telling truth! thou talk'ſt as if thou hadſt 
been hired to bear falſe witneſs too: You are a very 


fine gentleman. 

Fred. What a ſtrange confidence he has ! but is 
there no ſhame in thee ? nor no conſideration of what 
is juſt or honeſt, to keep a woman thus againſt her 
will, that thou know'ſt is in love with another man 
too? doſt think a judgment will not follow this? 

John. Good dear Frederick, do keep thy ſentences 
and thy ſentiments, which are now out of faſhion, for 
ſome better opportunity: this here is not a fit ſubject 
for *em: I tell thee ſhe is no more Conſtantia than 
thou art. | 7 

Fred. Why won't you let me ſee her then? 

- John. BecauſeI caw't: beſides, ſhe is not for thy taſte. 
Fred. How 1o ? | | 
Jobn. Why, thy genius lies another way; thou art 

all for flames and darts, and thoſe fine things! now 1 

am for pure, plain, ſimple love, without any embroi- 

dery ; I am not ſo curious, Frederick, as thou art. 

Fred. Very well, Sir ; but is there no ſhame, but is 
this worthy in you to delude—— 


John : 
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John. ' But is there no ſhame! but is this worthy ! what 
a many buts arc here? If I ſhould tell thee now ſo- 
lemnly tliou haſt t one eye, and give thee reaſons 
for it, wouldſt thou believe me? 

Fred, I think hardly, Sir, againſt my own knowledge. 

John. Then why doſt thou, with that grave face, 
go about to perſuade me againſt mine? you ſhould 
do as you would be done by; Frederick. | 

Fred. And ſo ] will, Sir, in this very particular, 
ſince there's no other remedy ; I ſhall do that for the 
duke and Petruchio, which I ſhould expect from them 
upon the like occaſion : In ſhort, to let you ſee I am 
as ſenſible of my honour, as you-can be careleſs of 
your's ; I muſt tell you, Sir, that Pm reſolv'd to wait 
upon this lady to them. 

John. Are you fo, Sir? Why, I muſt then, ſweet 
Sir, tell you again, I am reſolv'd you ſha'n't. Ne'er 
ſtare nor wonder! I have promis'd to preſerve her 
from the fight of any one whatſoever, and with the 
hazard of my life will make it good: But that you 
may not think I mean an injury to Petruchio, or the 
duke, know, Don Frederick, that tho' I love a pretty 
girl perhaps a little better, I hate to do a thing that's 
baſe as much as you do. Once more upon my ho- 
nour, this is not Conſtantia ; let that ſatisfy you. 

Fred. All that will not do [Goes to the door. 

Jobn. No! why then this ſhall. (draws) Come not one 
ſtep nearer, for if thou doſt, by heaven Pm thro? you. 

Fred. This is an inſolence beyond the temper of a 
man to ſuffer, ——Thus I throw off thy friendſhip, 
and ſince thy folly has provok'd my patience beyond 
its natural bounds, know it is not in thy power now 
to ſave thyſelf, 

Febn. That's to be try'd, Sir, tho', „by your favour 
— Looks up to the balcony)—Miſtreſs what-d'ye-call- 
em, prith'ce look out now a little, and ſee how Pll 
fight tor thee. 

"Fred. Come, Sir, are you ready ? 

John. O lord, Sir, your ſervant. Figbi. 

| SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter Duke and Petruchio, 


Petr. What's here, fighting? let's part em. How, 
Don Frederick againſt Don Fohn ? How came you to 
fall out, gentlemen ? What's the caule ? | 
Fred. Why, Sir, it is your quarrel, and not mine, 
that drew this on me: I ſaw him lock Conftantia up 
into that houſe, and I deſir d to wait upon her to you; 
that's the cauſe. | | 
Duke. O, it may be he deſign'd to lay the obliga- 
tion upon us himſelf—Sir, we are beholden to you for 
this favour beyond all poſſibility of--f approaching John. 
Jobn. Pray, your grace, keep back, and don't throw 
away your thanks betore you know whether I have de- 
ſervd 'em or no, O, is that your deſign ? Sir, you 
muſt not go in there, (Petruchio's going to the . 
Petr. How, Sir, not go in? 
Jobn. No, Sir, moſt certainly not go in. 
Petr. She's my ſiſter, and I will ſpeak to her. 
Jobn. If ſhe were your mother, Sir, you ſhou'd 
not, tho' it were but to aſk her bleſſing. 
Petr. Since you are ſo poſitive, I'Il try. 
John. You ſhall find me a man of my word, Sir. 
| | [Fight. 
Duke. Nay, pray gentlemen, hold, let me compoſe 
this matter. Why do you make a icruple of letting 
us ſee Conſtantia? N 
Jobn. Why, Sir, twould turn a man's head round 
to hear theſe fellows talk ſo; there is not one word 
true of all that he has ſaid. 
Duke. Then you do not know where Conſtantia is? 
Jobn. Not I, by heavens! 
Fred. O monſtrous impudence ! upon my life, Sir, 
I ſaw him force her into that houle, lock her up, and 
the key is now in his pocket. 
Jobn. Now that is two lies; for firſt he did not ſee 
her, and next all force is unneceſſary ſhe is ſo very willing 


1 | Duke. 
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Duke. But look'ee, Sir, this doubt may eaſily be 
cleared ; let either Petruchio or I but ſee her, and if 
ſhe be not Conflantia, we engage our honours (tho' we 
ſhould know her) never to diſcover who ſhe is. 

John. Ay, but there s the Point now that I can 
ne*er conſent to. | 

Duke. Why? © 

Jobn. Becaule I gave her my word to the contrary. 

Petr. Piſh, I won't be kept off thus any longer : 
Sir, either let me enter or I'll force my way. 
Fred. No, pray Sir, let that be my office; I will be 
revenged on him for having betray'd'me to his friend- 
ſhip. Petr. and Fred. offer to fight with John. 

Duke. Nay, you ſhall not offer him toul play nei- 
ther. Hold, brother, pray a word; and with you 
£00, vir. | (They walk aſide. 

John. I would they would make an 1 of this 
bulineſs, that I might be with her again. Heark'ee 
gentlemen, Ill make ye a fair propoſition, leave off 
this ceremony among yourſelves, and thoſe diſmal 
geen againſt me; philip up, croſs or pile, who ſhall 

egin firſt, and Il do the beſt I can to entertain you 
all one after another, 


Enter Antonio. 
Ant. Now do my fingers itch to be about fome- 
body's ears for the loſs of my gold. —Ha ! what's here 
to do, ſwords drawn? 1 muſt make one, tho? it coft 
me the ſinging of ten John Dories more. Courage, 
brave boy! I'll ſtand by you as long as this tool here 
laſts; and it was once a good one. 
Petr. Who's this ? Antonio! O, Sir, you are wel- 
come, you ſhall be &en judge between us. 
Ant. No, no, no, not I, Sir, I thank you; I'll make 
work for others to Judge ot, I'm reſolvd to fight. 
Petr. But we won't fight with you. 
Ant. Then put up your ſwords, or by this hand I'll 
lay about me. (7 bey put up their ſwords, 
John. Well ſaid, old Bilboa, Path. 


P etr. 
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Petr. Pray hear us tho': this gentleman faw him 
lock up my ſiſter into this houſe, and he refuſes to let 
as ſee fied e e eb 7», 5 | | | 
Ant. How, friend, is this true? (Going to him, 
,Foebn. Not. ſo haſty, I beſeech you. Loak'ee, 

gentlemen, to ſhew you that all are miſtaken, and thar 
my formal friend there is an aſs—— _ 

Fred. I thank you, Sir. | 

ohn. I'll give you my conſent that this gentleman 
here ſhall ſee her, if his information can ſatisfy you. 
Duke. Yes, yes, he knows her very well. 

Fobn. Then, Sir, go in here, if you pleaſe; I dare 
truſt him with her, for he is too old to do any miſ- 
chief. | 01 Antonio goes in. 

Fred. I wonder how my gentleman will get off from 
all this. | . 

John. I ſhall be even with you, Don Frederick, ano- 
ther time, for all your grinning. How now! what 
noiſe is that? | ( Noiſe within the houſe. 

; Enter Peter. 5 

Pet. The gentleman!— 

Jobn. Where is he? , 3 

Pet. He's run out of the back-door, Sir. 

Jobn. How ſo? | 

Pet. Why, Sir, he's run after the gentlewoman you 
brought in. {58 

Jobn. Sdeath how durſt you let her out? 

Pet. Why, Sir, I knew nothing. 5 

Jobn. No, thou ignorant raſcal, and therefore I'll 
beat ſomething into thee.—(beats him) — Run after 
her, you dog, and bring her back, or Peter runs of. 

Fred. What, you won't kill him: | 

Fobn. Nay, come not near me, for if thou doſt, by 
heavens, I'll give thee as much; and would do ſo 
however, but that I won't loſe time from looking after 
my dear ſweet A plague confound you all. 
(Goes in, and ſbuts the door after bim. 

12 Duke 
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Duke. What, he has ſhut the door | 
Fred. It's no matter, I'll lead you to a private back- 
way, by that corner, where we ſhall meet him. 


[ Exeunt. 


2 


mn... 


ACTV. SCENE I. A STREET. 
| Enter 1 Conſtantia, 


1 Con, H whither ſhall I run to hide myſelf! 

The conſtables has ſeized the landlady, 
and Pm atraid the poor child, too, How to return 
to Don Frederick's houſe, I know not; and if I knew, 
I durſt not, after thoſe things the landlady has told 
me of him. You powers above look down and hel 
me! I am faulty I confeſs, but greater faults have of- 
ten met with lighter puniſhments, 

Enter Don John. 

John. I'm almoſt dead with running, and will be 
ſo quite, but I'll overtake her. 

1 Con. Hold, Don John, hold 

John. Who's that? Ha! is it you, my dear? 

1 Con. For heaven's ſake, Sir, carry me from 
hence, or I'm utterly undone. 

Jobn. Phoo, plague, this is th'other : Now cou'd I 
almoſt beat her, for but making me the propoſition, 
Madam, there are ſome a coming, that will do it a 
great deal better; but Pm in ſuch haſte, that I vow 
to Gad, madam | 

1 Con. Nay, pray, Sir, ſtay, you are concern'd in 
this as well as I; for your woman is taken. 

Jobn. Ha! my woman? { Goes back to her. 
I vow to Gad, madam, I do ſo highly honour your 
latyſhip, that T wou'd venture my life a thouſand 
times to do you ſervice. But pray where is ſhe ? 

1 Cen. Why, Sir, ſhe is taken by the conſtable. 

Jobn. Conſtable ! which way went he? 
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1 Con. I cannot tell, for I run out into the ſtreets 
juſt as he had ſciz d upon your landlady. 
Jobn. Plague o' my landlady! I mean the other 
woman. a 
1 Con. Other woman, Sir! Pve ſeen no other wo- 
man, never ſince I left your houſe | 
Jobn. Sheart, what have I been doing here then 
all this while? Madam, your moſt humble—— 
1 Con. Good Sir, be not ſo crucl; as to leave me in 
this diſtreſs. | | 
John. No, no, no; I'm only going a little way, 
and will be back again preſently, _ | 
1 Cen. But pray, Sir, hear me, I'm in that dan- 
er | | 
N Jobn. No, no, no! I vow to Gad, madam, no 
danger i' th* world. Let me alone, I warrant, you. 
(Hurries off. 
1 Con. He's gone, and I a loſt, wretched, miſe- 
rable creature, for ever ! 
Enter Antonio, 
Ant. O, there ſhe is 
1 Con. Who's this, Antonio! the fierceſt enemy I 


have. [ Runs away, 
Ant. Are you ſo nimble-footed, gentlewoman ? 
A plague confound all whores ! LExit, 


SCENE II. A STREET. 


Enter Mother to the 2 Conſtantia and Kinſwoman. 

Kinſ. But, madam, be not ſo angry, perhaps ſhe'll 
come again. \ a 

Meth. O kinſwoman never ſpeak of her more; for 
ſhe's an odious creature to leave me thus in the lurch. 
I have given her all her breeding, and inſtructed her 
with my own principles of education. 

Kinſ. I proteſt, madam, I think ſhe's a perſon that 
knows as much of all that as— 

Math. Knows, kinſwoman! There's ne'er a fe- 
male in Laß, of thrice her years, knows ſo much 

| the 
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the procedures of a true gallantry ; and the infallible 
principles of an honourable friendſhip, as ſhe does. 
Y Kinſ. And therefore, madam, you ought to love 
er. | 
* Meth. No, fie upon her, nothing at all, as I'm a 
— chriſtian. When once a perſon fails in fundamentals, 
ſhe's at a period with me. Beſides, with all her wit, 
Conſtantia is but a fool, and calls all the mimnauderies of d 
bonne mine, affectation. 3 | 
Kinſ. Indeed, I muſt confeſs, ſhe's given a little too 
much to the careleſs way. | h 
Meth. Ay, there you have hit it, kinſwoman ; the 
careleſs way has quite undone her. Will you believe me, 
kinſwoman ?- as I am a chriſtian, I never could make 
her do this—nor carry her body thus—but juft when 
my eye was upon her; as ſoon as ever my back' was 
turned, whip her elbows were quite out again: Wou'd 
not you ſtare now at this? | 
Kinſ. Bleſs me, ſweet goodneſs! But pray, madam; 
how came Conſtantia to fall out with your ladyſhip ? 
did ſhe take any thing ill of you? 
Moth. As I'm a chriſtian I can't reſolve you, unleſs 
it were that I led the dance firſt; but for that ſhe muſt 
excuſe me; I know ſhe dances well, but there are 
others who perhaps underſtands the right ſwim of it 
as well as ſhe— 


Enter Don F rederick. 


And tho' I love Conſtantia 

Fred. How's this? Conſtantia! 7 

Moth. I know no reaſon why I ſhould be debarr'd 
the privilege of ſhewing my own Geno too ſometimes. 

Fred. It I am not miſtaken, that other woman is 
ſhe Don John and I were directed to, when we came 
firſt ro town, to bring us acquainted with Conſtantia. 
I' try to get ſome intelligence from her. Pray, lady, 
have I never ſeen you before ? : , 

Kinſ. Yes, Sir, I think you have, with another 

N ſtranger; 
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1 


ſtranger, a friend of your's, one day as I was coming 
out of the church. | | 
Fred. I'm right then. And pray who were you 
talking of? : | 
Math. Why, Sir, of an inconſiderate inconſiderable 
perſon, that has at once both forieited the honour of 
my concern, and the concern of her own honour. 
Fred. Very fine indeed! and is all this intended for 
the beautiful Conſtantia ? | 
' Moth. O ſie upon her, Sir, an odious creature, as 
I'm a chriſtian, no beauty at all. 
Fred. Why, does not your ladyſhip think her hand- 
ſome? eh | 
Meth. Seriouſly, Sir, I don't think ſhe's ugly; but 
as I'm a chriſtian, my poſition is, that no true beauty 
can be lodg'd in that creature, who is not in ſome 
meaſure buoy'd up with a juſt ſenſe of what is incum- 
bent to the devoir of a perſon of quality. | 
Fred. That poſition, madam, is a little ſevere : but 
however ſhe has been incumbent formerly, as your la- 
dyſhip is pleas'd to ſay; now that ſhe's married, and 


her huſband owns the child, ſhe is ſufficiently juſtity'd, 
for what ſhe has done. 

Moth. Sir, I muſt, bluſhingly, beg leave to ſay 
you are in an error, I know there has been the pai- 
ſion of love between 'em, but with a temperament ſo 
innocent and ſo refin'd, as it did impoſe a negative 
upon the very poſſibility of her being with child. 
No, Sir, I aſſure you, my daughter Conſtantia has 
never had a child: A child! ha, ha, ha! O goodneſs 
ſave us, a child! | | 
Fred. Well, madam, I ſhall not diſpute this with 
you any further; but giye me leave to wait upon 
your daughter; for her friend, I aſſure you, is in 
great impatience to ſee her. 

Moth. Friend, Sir! I know none ſhe has, I'm ſure 
(he loaths the very ſight of him. 1 

Fred. Of whom? 5 


wy | Moth, 


64 THE CHANCES. 
Moth. Why, of Antonio, Sir, he that you were 
pleas'd to ſay ha, ha, ha! 
Fred. Still worſe and worſe. *Slife! cannot ſhe be 
content with not letting me underſtand her ; but mult 
alſo reſolve obſtinately not to underſtand me, becauſe 
I ſpeak plain? Why, madam, I cannot expreſs my- 
{If your way, therefore be not offended at me for it. 
I tell you I do not know Antonio, nor never nam'd him 
to you? I told you that the duke has own*'d Conſtan- 
tra for his wife, and that her brother and he are friends, 
and are now both in ſearch after her. 

Moth. Then as Pm a chriſtian, I ſuſpe& we have 
both been equally involv'd in the misfortune of a miſ- 
take. Sir, I am in the dernier confuſion to avow, 

that tho* my daughter Conſtantia has been liable to 
ſeveral addreſſes; yet ſhe never had the honour to be 
produc'd to his grace, 

Fred. So, now the thing is out. This is a damn'd 
bawd, and I as dam'd a rogue for what I did to Don 
Jobn; for o' my conſcience, this is that Conſtantia the 
fellow told me of. Pil make him ar nds, whate'er it 
coft me. Lady, you muſt give me leave not to part 
with you, till you meet with your daughter, for ſome 
reaſons I ſhall tell you hereafter. 

Mob. Sir, I am fo highly your oli for the man- 
ner of your enquiries, and you have grounded your 
determinadions upon ſo juſt a baſis, that I ſhall not be 
aſham'd to own myſelf a votary to all your com- 
mands. [ Exeunt 


SCENE III. A STREET. 


Enter 2 Conſtantia, 


2 Con. So! thanks to my youth and my heels, I 
am once more free from Antonio—what an eſcape! 
and yet, what a misfortune! I have no great reaſon to 
rejoice—for tho? I have got clear from the old fellow, 

I have loſt the young one too.—I did not wiſh to 
out-run em both—but whither to go now? ey 
e 
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the queſtion. wiſh my ſpirited young Spaniaru 
was here to anſwer it——but that this wild ſpark, 
whom I lik'd ſo well, and who ſwore he lik'd me, 
ſhould ſend that old piece of miſchief to diſtreſs me, 
and drive me out of the houſe, puzzles me exceed. 
ingly ! I wiſh I could ſee him once more to explain 
this matter to me.— May I never be married if he 
is not coming this way !—Shou'd he prove falſe, my 
poor heart will have a terrible time of it—now for 
the proof [ Walks àſide. 


Enter Don John, holding Peter. 


Jobn. Did you run after her, as I order*d you, Sirrah? 
Pet. Like any greyhound, Sir. 
Jobn. And have you found her, raſcal? 
Pet. Not quite, Sit. | | BE 
Jobn. Not quite, Sir! Lou are drunk, fellow 
Pet. A little, Sir I run the better for it. 
Jobn. Have you ſeen her? ſpeak quickly, or ſpeak 
ho more. [ Shaking bim, 
Pet. Yes, yes, I have ſeen her. 
Jobn. Where! where! 
Pet. There! there! : 
John. Where's there, Sirrah ? 3 
Pet. There where I ſaw her in the ftreet ! 
Fohn. Did you overtake her? (down. 
Pet. I was overtaken myſelf, Sir, and—hic—fell 
obn. Then ſhe is gone! irrecoverably gone ! and 
T ſhall run diſtracted. [2 Conſtantia taps him on the 
ſhoulder, be turns, and they gaze at each other. 
Jobn. Heigho! 1 er, 

Pet. Never was ſo near death in all my life! ¶ Ex. Pet. 
Fohn. O my dear ſoul, take pity o' me, and give 
me comfort; for I'm &en dead for want of thee. 

2 Con. O you're a fine gentleman indeed, to ſhüt 
me up in your houſe, and End another man to me. 

John. Pray hear me. 1 

2 Cen. No I will Ts hear you more after ſuch 

: an 
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an injury; what would you have done, if I had been 
kind to you, that you could uſe me thus before? 

John. By my troth, that's ſhrewdly urg'd. 

2 Con. Beſides, you baſely broke your word. 

John. But will you hear nothing? nor did you 
hear nothing ? I had three men upon me at once, and 
had I not conſented to let that old fellow up, who 

came to my reſcue, they had all broken in whether I 
wou'd or no, 

2 Con. It may be fo, for I remember I heard a 
noiſe; but ſuppoſe it was not ſo, what then? why 
then P11 love him however. Hark'ee, Sir, I ought 

now to uſe you very ſcurvily; but I can't find in my 
heart to do ſo. 

Jobn. Then heaven's bleſſing on thy heart for it. 

2 Con. But a—— 

John. What? 

2 Con. I would fain know—— 

Fohn. What, what? I'll tell thee any thing, every 
thing. 

2 Con. I wou'd fain know whether you can be kind 
to me. 

John. Look in your glaſs, my charmer, and anſwer 
for me. | 

2 Con. You think me very vain. 

Jobn. I think you deviliſh handſome. 

2 Con. I ſhall find you a rogue at laſt. 

Jobn. Then you ſhall hang me for a fool; take 
your garters and do it now if you will. Sigbing. 
1 2. P00 are no fool. N 8 

Jobn. O yes, a loving fool. 

2 Con. Will you love me for ever? 
Fobn. Pl be bound to you for eyer—you can't 
deſire better ſecurity. 

2 Con. I have better ſecurity, 
John. What's that, my angel? | 

2 Con. The tendereſt affection for you now, and 

the kindeſt-behaviour to you, for ever more, 


Fobn. 
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John. And I, upon my knees, will ſwear, that, 
that—what ſhall I ſwear ? 

2 Con. Nay uſe what words you pleaſt; ſo they be 
but hearty. 

John. I ſwear then by thy fair ſelf, that looks ſo 
like a deity, and art the only thing I now can think 
of, that I'll adore you to my dying day. 

- 2 Con. And here I vow, the minute thou doſt leave 
me, I'll leave the world—that's kill myſelf. 

John. O my dear heavenly creature! we'll love as 
long as we live, and then we'll die together—and there's 
an end of both of us.—But who 1s this = old new 
friend has got there ? 


Enter 1 Conſtantia, and Antonio who 7 Ber. 
Ant. O have I caught you, gentlewoman, at laſt ! 
Come give me my gold. 

1 Con. I hope he takes me for another; I won't 
anſwer, for I had rather you ſhould take me for any 
one, than who I am. 


John. Pray, Sir, who is that you have there by 
the hand? 

Ant. A perſon of honour— that has broke open 
my trunks, and run away with all my gold; yet Pll 
hold ten pounds PII have it whipp'd out of her again. 

2 Con. Done, I'll hold you ten pounds of that now! 

Ant. Ha! by my troth you have reaſon, and lady, 
I aſk your pardon but I'll have it whipp'd out of 


you then, goſſip. (Going to her. 
John. Hold, Sir, you muſt not meddle with my 
goods. (Stopping him. 


Ant. Your goods ? how came ſhe to be your's ? 
I'm ſure I bought her of her mother for five hundred 
good pieces in gold. | 

Jobn. Ay, Sir, but that bargain won't hold 


in our court; beſides, Sir, as I told you before, ſhe's 
mine, Don. 


Ant. Your's, Sir ! by what right? 
K 2 Fobn. 
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John. The right of poſſeſſion, Sir, the law of love, 
i conſent of the parties 

Ant. And is this fo, young lady ? 

2 Con. Yes, young gentleman, 1 it is. Vou purchaſe 
me! And cou'd you imagine, you old fool you, 
that I wou'd take up with you,while there was a young 
fellow to be had for love or money.—Purchaſe your- 
ſelf a little wit, and a great deal of flannel againſt the 
cold weather, or, on my word, you'll make a melan- 
choly figure. Ha! ha! ha! 

Jan. He does make a melancholy figure, ha! ha! 
You had better let her alone, Don; ; why, ſhe's too 
hard for me 

Ant. Indeed I think ſo—But pray, Sir, by your 
leave, I hope you will allow me the ipeech of one 
word to your goods here, as you call her; tis but a 
ſmall requeſt, 
 Fobn. Ay, Sir, with all my heart—how, Conſtan- 
tia'!—Madam, now you have ſcen that lady, I hope 
you will pardon the haſte you met me in a little 
while ago ; if I committed a fault, you muſt thank 
her for it. 

1 Con. Sir, if you will, for her ſake, be perſuaded 
to protect me from the violence of my brother, I ſhall 
have reaſon to thank you both. 

Jobn. Nay, madam, now that I'm in my wits again, 
and my heart's at eaſe, it ſhall go very hard, but I will 
ſee your's ſo too; I was before diſtracted, and tis not 
ſtrange that the Jove of her ſhou'd hinder me from 
remembering what was due to you, fince it made me 
forget myſelf. 

1 Con. Sir, I do know too well the power of love, 
by my own experience, not to pardon all the effects 
of it in another. 

Ant. Well, then I'll promiſe you, if you will but 
help me to recover my gold again, that PII never 
trouble you more. 


2 Con 
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2 Con. A match; and 'tis the beſt that you and I 
could ever make. 

Jobn. Pray, madam, fear nothing; by my leve PlI 
ſtand by you, and ſee that your brother ſhall do you 
no harm, | | 

2 Con, Hark'ee, Sir, a word: how dare you talk 
of love to any lady but me, Sir! 

Jobn. By my troth that was a fault, but J meant it 
only civilly. | 

2 Con. Ay, but if you are ſo very civil a gentle- 
man, we ſhall not be ng friends: I ſcorn to ſhare 
your love with any one whatſoever, and for my part, 
I'm reſoly'd either to have all or none. | 

John. Well, well, my dear little covetous rogue, 
thou ſhalt have it all thus I ſign and ſeal (kiffes her 
hand) and transfer all my ſtock of love to thee—tis 
plac'd in a ſure fund, where the principal and in- 
tereſt ſhall never be diminiſh*d—and you ſhall enjoy 
both without the ſmalleſt breach of faith on either 
ſide. 

2 Con. 1 accept it in the warmeſt ſpirit of love 
and gratitude. | 


Enter Frederick and Mother. 


Fred. Come now, madam, let us not ſpeak one 
word more, but go quietly about our buſineſs ; not but 
that I think it the greateſt pleaſure in the world to 
hear you talk, but | | 

Moth. Do you indeed, Sir! I ſwear then good wits 
Jump, Sir; for I have thought ſo myſelf a very great 
while. 

Fred. You've all the reaſon imaginable. O Don 
Jobn, I aſk thy pardon ! but J hope I ſhall make thee 
amends, for I have found out the mother, and ſhe has 
promis'd to help thee to thy miſtreſs again. 
Jobn. Sir, you may ſave your labour, the buſineſs 
is done, and I am fully ſatisfy'd. 


Fred. And doſt thou know who ſhe is ? 


Jobn. 
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* Zobn. No faith, I never aſk'd hep name. 

Fred. Why then I'Il make thee yet more ſatisfy'd 5 
this lady here is that very Cenſtantia 

Jobs, Ha! thou haſt not a mind to be knock'd 
o'er the pate too, haſt thou ? 

Fred. No, Sir, nor dare you do it neither; but for 
certain this is that very ſelf ſame Conſtantia that thou 
and 1 ſo long look'd # Dy 

John. I thought ſhe was ſomething more than or- 
dinary; but fhall I tell thee now a n * than 
all this ? ? j 

Fred. What's that? 

John. Why I will never more think of any other 
woman for her fake. 

Fred. That indeed is, ſtrange, but you are much 
altered, Jobn; it was but this morning that women 
were fuch hypocrites, that you would not truſt a 
fingle mother's daughter. of em. 

Ju. Ay, but when things are at the worſt, the y'll 
mend—example does every thing, Frederick, and the 
fair ſex will certainly grow better, whenever the 
oreateſt is the beſt woman in the kindom— that's 
what I truſt too. 

Fred. Well parry'd, Jobn. 

Jchn. See here, Frederick ! the loſt jewel is found. 

(Shewing 1 Conſtantia. 

2 Con. Come, mother, deliver your purſe; I have 
celivered myſelf up to this young fellow, and the 
bargain's made with that old fellow, ſo he may have 
his gold again, that all ſhall be well. 

Moth. As I am a chriſtian, Sir, I took it away only 
to have the honour of reſtoring it again ; for my hard 
fate having not beſtow'd upon me a fund which might 
capacitate me to make you preſents of my own, I had 
no way left for the exerciſe of my generoſity but by 
putting myſelf! into a condition of giving back what 
was your's. = 

7 
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Ant. A very generous deſign indeed! 80 now Pl 
ben turn a ſober perſon, and leave off this wenching, 
and this fighting, for I begin to find it does not agree 
with me. 

Fred. Madam, Pm heartily glad to meet your lady- 
ſhip here; we have been in a vety great diſorder 
ſince we ſaw you. 

John, What's here ? our landlady and the child 


again! ! 


Enter Duke, Petruchio, and Landlady, with the Child. 


Petr. Yes, we met her going to be whipp'd, in a 
drunken conſtable's hands that took her for another. 

John, Why then, pray let her een be taken and 
whipp'd for herſelf, for on my word ſhe deſerves it. 

Land. Yes, I'm ſure of your good word at any 
time, 

1 Con. Hark'ee, dear landlady. 

Land. O ſweet goodneſs! is it you? I have been 
in ſuch a pack of troubles ſince 1 ſaw you ; they took 
me, and they tumbPd me, and they haul'd me, and 
they pulPd me, and they call'd me painted Jezebel, 
and the poor little babe here did fo take on. Come 
hither, my lord, come hither : here is Conſtantia. 

1 Con. For heaven's ſake peace; yonder's my bro- 
ther, and if he diſcovers me, I'm certainly ruin'd | 

Duke. No, madam, there 1s no danger. 

1 Con. Were there a thouſand dangers in thoſe 
arms, I would' run thus to meet them. 

Duke. O my dear ! it were not ſafe that any ſhou'd 
be here at preſent; for now my heart is ſo ofer- 
Preſs'd with joy, that I ſhou'd ſcarce be able to de- 
tend thee. 

Petr. Siſter, I'm ſo aſham'd of all my faults, which 
my miſtake has made me guilty of, that I know not 
how to aſk your pardon for them. 

1 Con. No, brother, the fault was mine, in miſtak- 
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ing you ſo much, as not to impart the whole truth to 
you at firſt ; but having begun my love without your 
* I never durſt acquaint you with the progreſs 
of it. 
Due. Come, let the conſummation of our preſent 
Joys blot out the memory of all theſe paſt miſtakes. 

| John. And when ſhall we conſummate our joys ? 
nw 2 — — Never: 
We'll find out ways ſhall make 'em laſt for ever. 


John. A mach, my girl Come let us all away, 
And celebrate The ChaxcEs of this day; 
My former vanities are paſt and gone, 
And now I fix to happineſs and one; 
Change the wild wanton, for the ſober plan, 
And, like my friend become a Modeſt man. 


